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The Prologue. 

Chorus. 

T wo houfholds both alike in dignity , 

(In faireV ztonz,wberc we lay our Scene) 
From ancient grudge breake to new mutiny } 
where civill blood makes civiU hands uncle ane. 
From forth thefatall lo'tnes ofthefe two foes 
A paire offtarre-crofi lovers take their life, 
whofe mifadventur’d piteous overthrowes 
Doth with their death burie their Parents firife * 
Tbefearefull pajfage of their death-markt love , 
And the continuance of their Parrotts rage, 
which but their childrens end nought could remove , 
Is now the two houres trafficke of our Stagey 
The which if you with pattern eares attend, 
what here fh all miff e, our toylefhaBft rive to mend . 
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THE MOST EXCEL. 

LENT AND LAMENTABLE 
Hiftorie of R omeo and 



ju 



L I E T. 



Enter Sampfon and Gregorie with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the Houfe o/Capulet. 

WSf^Amp. Gregorie, on my word wee'll not carrie 
^||coafes. 

W Or eg. No, for then we fhould be Colliers. 

Sam P 1 meane,and we be in choler wee’ll draw, 
i (freg. I, while you live draw you? neclte out of the 

collar. 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being moved. 

greg. But thou art not quickly moved to ftrike. 

Samp. A doggeof the houie of Mount ague moves me. 

-J/ re £' T? , move is t0 ^ irre > and to be valiant is to ftand* 
Therefore if thou art moved thou runn'ft away 

Samp A dogge of that houfe fliall move me to ftand. 

I will take the wall of any man or maide of Mountains. 

tot&™ ewes t ™ c * weake Have , for the wcak^goe. 

sJf ‘Ti. all' Me, Men I Z"' 

The heao$ of the maids ! 

A 2 r 
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Thcmft lamentable Tragedy* 

Samp- T, the hcadsof the maides>or their maiden-heads, take 

it in what fenle thou wilt. . 

Gref. They mutt take it in fenfe that feele it. 

Samp. Mee they (hall feele while I am able to ftand i and *tis 
knowne I am a pretty pieceof flefh. 

Greg. ’Tis well thou art not fifh ; ifthouhadft, thou hadft 
beenepcorejohn: draw thytoole, here comes of the houfe of 

Mount Agues 

Enter two other Servingmen,. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out,quarrell, I will backe thee, 
Greg. How, turne thy backe and runne ? 

Samp. Feare me not. 

Greg. No marrie,I feare thee ! 

Samp ■ Let us take the Law of our fides, let them begin. 

Greg, I will frown as I pafleby,& let them take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they dare.T will bice my thumb at them, which 
is a dilgrace to them if they beare it. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at ns fir ? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumb fir. 

’Abra. Doe you bite your thumbe at us fir ? 

Samp. Is the law on our fide if I fay I ? 

Greg. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe. not bite my thumbe at you fir, but Lbite 
my thumbe fir. 

Greg. Doe you quarrell fir ? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

■Srfjwp.But if you doe fir , I am for you , Ilerve asgoodaman 
as you. 

tAbra. No better. 

Samp . W ell fir. Enter Benvolio. 

Greg. Say better, here comes one of my Matters kiniinen. 
Samp. Yes better fir. 

Abra. Yon lie. 

Samp . Draw, if you be men , Gregory remember thy (wattling 
blow. They fight. 

Ben. Part foole$,pnt up your fwords, you know not what you 

doe. 

Enter 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 

Enter Tibalt. 

Tibalt .What?art thou drawne among thele heartlefle hindes? 
Turne thee Benvolio , looke upon thy death. 

Ben. I doe but keepe the peace, put up thy fword. 

Or mannage it to part thele men with me. 

Tib. Whacdrawnc and talke of peace ? I hate the word, 

A s I hate hell, all Mount agues, and thee : 

Have at thee Coward. 

Enter three orfoure Citizens with clubs or partifans. 

'Offi. Clubs, bills, and partifans, ftrike, beat themdownt 
Downe with the CapuletSidownc with the Mount agues. 

Enter old Capulet in his gowne, and his Wife, 
ftp. What noife is this ? give me my long fword hoe. 
mfe. A crutch, a crutch , why call you for a fword ? 

Cap. My fword I lay, old Mount ague is come. 

And flourifhes his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Mountague and his Wife. 

Mom. Thou villaine Capulet : hold me not, let me goc. 
M.Wife 3 . Thou (halt not ftir one foot to leeke a foe. 

Enter Prince Eskales, with his trains. 

Prince. Rebellious fubje&s, enemies to peace, 

Profaners of this neighbour-ttained tteele. 

Will they not heare ? what hoe, you men, you beafts, 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple founraines i {filing from your veines, 

On paine of torture, from thole bloody hands 
Throw your miftemper’d weapons to the ground, 

And heare the lencence of your moved Prince. 

Three civill brawles bred of an ayrie word, 

By thee old Capulet and Mountague , 

Have thrice difturb’d the quiet of our ttreets, . 

And made Verona's ancient Cirizens 
Call by their grave befeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partifans in hands as old, 
ancred with peace, to part your cancred hate : 
it ever you difturh our ttreets againe, . 
four lives lhall pay the forfeit ofthe peace. 

A 3 For 




The moft lamentable Tragedy 

For this time all the reft depart away : 

You f'apulet fhall goe along with me, 

An d Mount ague come you this afternoone, 

T o know our f urther pleafure in this cafe. 

To old Free-Tovvne, our common judgement place. 

Once more on paine of death all men depart. 

Mount. Who fet this ancient quarrell new abroach ? 
Speake Nephew, were you by when it began ? 

Ben. Here were the fervants of your adverlary 
And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach ; 

I drew to part them, in theinftant came 
The fiery Tib alt with his fword prepar’d. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares. 

He fwong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt withall, hifs’d him in icorne : 

W hile we were enterchanging thrufts and blowes, 

Came more and more, and fought on pare and part, 

Till the Prince came, who parted eicher part. 

Wife. O where is Borneo, few you him to day ? 

Right glad am 1 he was not at this fray, 

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worfhipt funne 
Peerd forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled minde drave me to wa’lke abroad. 

Where underneath the grove of Sycamore 
That W eftward rooteth from this City fide, 

So early walking did I fee your Sonne : 

Tow’rcfs him I made ; but he was ware of me. 

And ftole into the covert of the wood. 

I meafuring his affeifions by my owne, 

Which then moft fought where moft might not be found. 
Being one toojn any by my weary felfe, 

Purfu’d my humour, not purfoing his. 

And gladly fliunn’d , wnogladly fled from me. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there been feenei 
With tcares augmenting the frefh mornings dew. 

Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep fighes. 

But 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 

But all f b foone as the all cheering Sunnc 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draw 
The fhadie curtaines from Aurora s bed, 

Away from light lleales home my heavie ionne, 

And private in his chamber pens himfelfe, 

Shuts up his windowes, lockes faire day-light out, 

And makes himfelfe an artificial! night. 

Blacke and portendous muft this humour prove, 

Unlefle good counfell may the caufe remove. 

Ben. My noble unkle doe you know the caufe ? 

Moun. I neither know it , nor can learne of him. 

Ben. Have you importun’d him by any meanes ? 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many other friends, 

But he his owne affeif ions Counfellor 
Is to himfelfe (I will not fay how true) 

But to himfelfe fo fecret and lb clofe. 

So farre from founding and difeovery. 

As i s the bud bit with an envious worme. 

Ere he can fpread hisfweet leaves to the ayre, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame : 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow, 

We would as willingly give cure as know- 
Enter Romeo. 

Ben. See where he comes; fo pleafe you ftep afide, 

’He know his grievance or be much deni’d. 

Moun. I would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay. 

To heare true fhrift : Come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt. 

Benvol . Good morrow Coufin. 

Bom. Is the day fo young 

Ben. Batmew ftrooke nine. 

Bom. Ay me, fad houres feeme long : 

Was that my father that went hence fo faft ? 

Ben. It was : what ladnefle lengthens Bomeos houres ? 

Bom. Not having that, which having makes them fhorr. 

Ben. In love ? 

Bern. Out. 

Ben. Of love? 



Rom. 



The mfi lamentable Tragedy 

Tom. Out of her favour where I am in love. 

Ben. Alas that love 16 gentle in his view. 

Should be lb tyrannous and rough in proofe / 

Tom. Alas that love, whofe view is muffled ftill, 
Should without eyes fee pathwayes to his will ! 
Where fhall we dine ? O me, what fray was here ? 

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all : 

Here’s much to doe with hate, but more with love : 
Why then O brawling love , O loving hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created, 

O heavie lightnefle , ferious vanity, 

Milbapen Chaosofwellfeeming formes. 

Feather oflead,brightfinoke, cold fire, ficke health. 
Still waking fleepe,that is not what it is. 

This love feele I, that feele noiovein this. 

Doft thou not laugh ? 

Ben. No Coze, I rather weepe. 

Tom. Good heart at what ? 

Ben. At thy good hearts oppreflion. 

Tom. Why luch is lcfves tranlgreffion. 

Griefes of my owne lye heavie in my breaft. 

Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft 
W ith more of thine : 'this love that thou haft fliowne. 
Doth adde more griefe to too much of mine owne. 
Love is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes. 

Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in lovers eyes ; 
Beingvext,afea nourifht with loving teares : 

What is it elfe ? a madneffe moft difereet, 

A choking gall, and a prclerving fvveet . 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben, Soft, I will goe along, 

And if you leave me lo you doe me wrong. 

Tom . Tut, I have loft my felfe, I am not here. 

This is not ‘Rome*, hee's feme other where. 

Ten. Tell me in iadnefie, who is that you love ? 
Tom. What } fiiall I groane and tell thee ? 

Ben. Grone, why no, but iadly tell me who. 



Romeo and Juliet* 

A 
In 



"Rom. Well, in that hit you mifle; ftiee’ll not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, fhe hath Dians wit: 

And in ftrong proofe ofehaftity well arm’d. 

From loves weake childilh bow ftiee lives uncharm'd : 

She will not ftay the fiege of loving tearmes, 

Nor bide th’ incounter of affailing eyes. 

Norope her lap to Saint fcducing gold : 

O (he is rich in beauty, onely poore, 

That when (he dyes, with beauty dyes her ftore. 

Ben. Then fhe hath Iworne that fhe will ftill livechaft. 

Rem. Sheehath, and in that fparing makes huge waft, 

For beauty fterv’d with her feverity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofterity. 

Shee is too faire, too wife, wifely too faire. 

To merit blifle by making me defpaire : 

She hath fbrfworne to love, and in that vow, 

Doe I live dead, that live to tel 1 it now- 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to thinke ©f her. 

Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to thinke 

Ben. By giving libertie unto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Torn. ’Tis the way to call hers (exquifite) in queftion more % 
Thefe happv Maskes that kifle faire Ladies browes, 

Being blacke, put us in minde they hide the faire : 

He that is ftruckenblinde cannot forget 
The precious trealure of his eye-fight loft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is paffing faire. 

What doth her beauty ferve,but as a note, 

Where I may read who paft that paffing faire? 

Farewe 11, thou canft not teach me to forget. 

Ben. *Ue pay that do<ftrinc,or elfe dye in debt. Exeunt, 

v B E*t& 



% 0 m. Bid a ficke man in fadnefie make his will s 
word ill urg’d to one that is 16 ill : 
fadnefie coufin I doe love a woman. 
gen. Iaym’d fo neare when I fuppos’d you lov’d. 

Rem- A right good marke-man : and Ihee’s faire I love. 
Aright faire raarke, faire Coze, is fooneft hit. 
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The mo f lamentable Tragedy 
EnterCzpakt, {'ountyVifi^and the Ctewne. 

Cap. And Mountague is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike, and tis not hard , Ithinke, 

For men (o old as Vve to keep the peace. 

Par, Of honourable reckoning are you both, 

And pitie ’tis you liv’d at ods fo long, 

But now my Lord what fay you to my fuite ? 

Cap. But laying o’re what 1 have faidbefore: 

. My childe is yet a Granger in the world, 

Sheehath not feengthe change offourteene yeeres : 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Paris. Younger than fhe are happy mothers made. 

Qap. And too foone mar’d are thole to early made : 
The earth hath fwallovy’d all my hopes but fhe. 

She is the hopetull Lady of my earth : 

But wooe her gent le ’Paris, get her heart. 

My will to her confent isbut a part; 

And fhe agree, within her Icope of choice 
Lyes my confent, and faire according voice. 

Thi s night I hold an old aceuftomed feaft, 

W hereto I have invited many a gueft, 

Such as I love, and you among the (tore. 

One more (mod welcome) makes my number more s 
At my poore houfe Iooke to behold this night. 

Earth treading ftarres,that make darke heaven light ; 
Sj.ich comfort as doe Judy young men feele, 

When well appareld c April on the heele 
Of limping winter treads ; even Inch delight 
Among frefh Fennell buds fhall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe, heare all, all fee* 

And like her moft whofe merit raoft fhall be : 

Which on more view of many, mine being one. 

May ftand in number, though in reckning none. 

Come, goe with me; goe firrah, trudge about. 
Through faire V iron #. , finde thole perlbns out, 

W itffe names prewritten there,and to them fay, 



of Romeo and Juliet.' 

My houfe and welcome on their pleafure ftay. 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Here it is writ- 
ten, that the fhoo- maker fhould meddle with his yard , and the 
ray ler with hisLaft, the fifher with his penfill, and the painter 
with his nets. But 1 am fent to finde thole perlbns whofe names 
are here writ, and can never find what names the writing perlon 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man, one fire burnes out anotbers burning. 

One paine is lefned by anothers anguifh : 

Turne giddy, and beholpe by backward turning, 

Onedelperate griefe cures with anothers languish : 

Take thou fome new infection to the eye. 

And the ranke poyfon of theold will dye. 

Rom. YourPlantan leafeis excellent for that. 

Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken fhin. 

Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad , but bound more than a mad man is. 

Shut up in prilon, kept without my food, 

Whipt and tormented, and Godden good fellow. 

S er. Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade? 

Rom. I, mine owne fortune in my mifery. 

Ser. Perhaps you have learned it without booke. 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom. I, if I know the letters and the language. 

Ser. Ye (iy honeftly, reft ye merry. 

Rom, Stay fellow, I can read. 

He reads the Letter. 

neur Martino, and his wife & daughter s\C *##fvAnfeIme 
and h is beauteous ftfiers ; the Lady widdow ofUtmvvo.Sd?. 
tr VhccntiO^nd his lovely Neeces ; Mercutio and his brother 
valentme;»/*r unde Capulet,^ wife and daughters ; my fair 'd 

I £r R °5 h / ne ,, LlVl / a ; Seigneur Valentio ,and hii coufm Tibalt ,* 
uicio>a?fdthe lively Helena, 

A faire aflembly, whither fhould they come ? 



Oandl. 



neur 
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Tbemofi lamentable Tragedy 

Ser. Up. 

•Rom. Whither? to Topper? 

Ser. ' o our houie. 

Rom. Whofehoufe? 

Ser . My Matters* 

Rom. Indeed I fhould have askt you that before. 

Ser. Now He tell you without asking : My Matter is the 
great rich Capulet, & if you be not of the houie of Mourn agues, 
1 pray come and crufh a cup of wine. Rett you merry. 

Ben. At this fame ancient feaft of Capa lets. 

Sups thefaire Rof aline whom thou (b lovett, 

W ith al 1 the admired beauties of Vi erona : 

Goe thither, and with unattainted eye 
Compare her face with fome that I fhall fhew> 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout Religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fuch falfhood , then tome teares to fire. 

And thefe who often drown’d could never dye,. 

Tranfparent Heretickes be burnt for liars. 

One fairer than my love / th’ all- feeing Sun 
Ne’re faw her match , fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. T uc,you law her faire none elfe being by. 

Her felfe pois’d with her felfe in either eye : 

But in that Chryftall fcales let there be waigh d. 

Your Ladies love againft fbme other maide 
That I will fhew you fhining at this featt. 

And The fhall fcant fliew well that now fbewes beft. 

T^.Ile goe along no fuch fighttobefhowne. 

But to rejoice in fplendor of mine owne. 

Enter Capulets Wife and Nurfe. 

Wife. Nurfe, where’s my daughter ? cal 1 her forth to mee* 

Nurie.AW by my maidenhead at twelve yeeres old 1 hast 
her : eome,what Lamb, what Lady-bird, God for bid : 
where's this Girle ? what Juliet. £»/crJuliet. 

Juli. How now ?who calls? 

Nurfe. Tour Mother. 

Juli. Madam I am here, what is your will ? 

Wift. 







of Romeo and Juliet, 

tv fe This is the matter. Nurfe give leave a while , we mutt 

Hnfecret Nurfe come backe againe, I have remembred me,, 
[hou’fe heare our counfell.Thou know’tt mjrdaughter’s of a pret- 

ty Jlarfe. Faith lean teU her age unto an houre. 

Wife" Shees not foureteene* ' 

Nurfe. 'lie lay foitr'teene of my teeth ,andyeyto my tfe.ne.be tt 
Men, I have bat foure, fleet net foureteene* 

How long is it now to Lammas tide? 

Wife. A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe. Even or odd,ofall daies in theyeer come Lammas Eve 
a t night (had (he be fourteen. Sulan and [ he,G»d refi all Chrifiian- 
f odes, were of an age. Well,Sufm is with God,flewas too good for 
me. But , as I faid, on Lammas Eve at night (hall (he be fourteen, 
then (hall jhee marry ,/ remember it well. ’Tis fince the Earth- 
quake now eleven yeeres ; andflewas wean’d, l never fhad forget 
it, of all the dayes, in the yeere upon that day : for I had. then laid 
wormewood to my dug ,_ fitting in the fun under the Dove-houfe 
wall: myLordand you were then at Mantua , nay I doe beare a 
braine.But.as / faid, when it did tafle the wormewood on the nip- 
ple of my dug, and felt it bitter, prettyfoole Ko fee it teachie, and 
fall out with the dug : Shake quoth the dope^houfehtwas no need 
l trow foibidme trudge : and fince that time: it is- clevenyeeres , 
for then (he could fland alone, nay by th' rood flee could have run 
andwadledall about :for even the day before fle broke her brow, 
and then my husband, God be with his fettle, a was a merry man , 
too f up the child, yea, quoth he,doeft thou fall upon thy facehhot* 
wilt fall backward when thou hafl more wit, wilt thou not Jule ? 
and by my holidamf he pretty wretch left crying and [aid, I : to 
fee now how a jeft (hall come about. I warrant and l fhall live a 
thoufandyeeresf never (hould forget it twilt thou notJule,quotb 
he ? and prettyfoole it flint ed and faid, I. 

Old La. Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy peace, f 
Nurfe. Yes Aladamyet l cannot chafe but laugh,to thinke it 
flould leave crying and fay, I, & yet / warrant it had on it brow a 
hump as big as a young cockrels fione,a perillous knock .& it cried 
(utterly : yea, quoth my hufiandfalfl upon thy face, thou wilt fall 

* 3 ~ ' ‘ ‘ 
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The rnoft lament able Tragedy 
backyard when thou commeft to age, wilt thou not Jule r Atflin, 
ted and fat d /• 

Juft. And flint thou too, I pray thee Nurfe, fay I. 

Nurfe. Peace, I have done: God markg thee to his grace, then 
waft the prettieft babe that ere Inurft , and l might live to fee 
thee married once, I have my wifk. 

Old La. Mary that marry is the very Theame 
I came to talkeof : tell me daughter Juliet , 

How ftands your difpofitions to be married ? 

Jult. It is an houre that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. Anhoure l were not lonely Nurfte , l would fay thou 
hadft fdckt thy wifdome from thy teat. 

Old Lu.'W ell, tbinke of Marriage now, younger than you 
Here in Verona , Ladies of etteeme. 

Are made already mothers by my count : 

I was your mother much upon thefe yeares - ■» 

That yobare 'how a maide t thus then inbriefe. 

The valiant ‘Park feekes you forbis love. 

Nurfe. A man young Lady,Lady,fuch a man at alltheworld, 
Why he e's a man of w axe. 

Old La. Verona s Summer hath not fuch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay hee'safiower, in faith a very flower. 

Old La. What fay you? can you love the Gentleman ? 

This night you fhall behold him at our Feaft, 

Read o’re the volume of young Paris face. 

And finde delight writ therewith beauties pen, 

Examine every feverall lineament, 

And fee how one another lends content r 
And what obfcur’d in this faire Volume lyes, 

Finde written in the margentofhiseyes. 

This precious booke of love, this unbound lover, 

Tobeautifie him onely lackes a Cover. 

The fifli lives in the fea, and 'tis much pride. 

For faire without the faire within to hide : 

That booke in many eyes doth fhare the glory, 

That in gold clafpes lockes in the golden ftory : 

So fhall you Ihare all that he doth poffefle. 



of Romeo W Joliet: . 

Bv having him, making your felfe no lefle. 

y Nurfe. No lcfle, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Speake briefly, can you like of Parts love ? 
fuli- l’le looke to like, iflooking liking move. 

But nomoredeepe will Iendart mtneeye. 

Than your confent gives ftrength to make it flye. Enter ferving. 

Serving. Madam, the guefts are come , (upper ferv d up, you 
calld, my young Lady askt for , the Nurfe curft m the Pantry, 
and every thing in extremity: Imuft hence to wait, I befeech 
you follow ftra it. , 1 ' 

Mo. We follow thee : Juliet the Countie ftayes. 

Nurfe. Goe girle, feeke happy nights to happy dayes. 






Enter Romeo, Mercurio,Benvolio,Tv/r£/pe or fixe other 

Maskers ,T or ch-bearers. 

Rom. What ? fhall this fpeech be (poke for our excufe ? 
Orfliallwe'on without Apology ? 

Ben. The date is out otfuch prolixity, 

W ee’ll have no Cupid hood-winkt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, 

Skarirfg the Ladies like a Crow -keeper. 

But let them meafure us by what they will. 

Wee’ll mealiire them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a Torch , I am not for this ambling. 

Being but heavie I will bearethe light- 
Mer- Nay gentle Romeo, we muft have you dance. 

Rom. Not I believe me, you have dancing (hooes 
W ith nimble foies ; I have a foule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mer . You are a Lover , borrow fupidtwingSi 
And fore with them above a common bound- 
Rom. Iamtooforeenpearced with his fhaft, n 
Tofoare with his light feathers ; and fb bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe. 

Under loves heavie burthen doe I finke- 
- Mer. And to flnke in it fhould you burthen love, 

Too gteat oppreflion for a tender thing. 
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Tom. Ts love a tender thing ? it is too rough, 

Too rude, tooboiftcrous, and it prickes like thorne. 

Me r. If love be rough with you, be rough with love, 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love downe. 

Give me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

A vifor for a vifor .• what care I • ■ 

What curious eye doth quote deformities. 

Here are the beetle- browes fhallblufhforme. 

Ben. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in, 

But every man betake him to his legges. 

Rom. A torchfor me, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fenfelelfe rufhes with their heeles , 

For I am proverb’d with a graanfire phrale* 

’ile be a candle-holder and looke on. 

The game was ne’relb faire , and I am dun. 

A^r.Tut.dunsthe moufe,the Conftables owne word ; 

If thou art dun wee’ll draw thee from the mire : 

Or fave you reverence loveiwherein thou ftickeft 
Up to the eares :iome weburne day-light ho. 

Rom. That’s not lo. .nr, 

Mer. I meane fir indelay, 

We wafteour lights invaine, lights lights by day : 

Take our good meaning, for our judgement fits, 

Five times in that, e’re once in our fine wits, 

Rom. And we meane well in going to this Mask, 

But ’tis no.wit to goo. 

Mer. Why, may oneaske? 

Rom. I dreamt a dreame to night. 

Mer. And (b did I. "fi 

Rom. Well, what was yours ? o ;oH •< - A.. 

Mer. That dreamers often lye. 

Rom. In bed afleepe while they doe dreame things true. 

Mer. O then I (eeQueene Mab hath been with you : 

Shec is the Fairies Midwife, and fhee comes in fhape no bigger 
than an Agatftone,on the forer finger of an Alderman, drawnc 
with a teeme of little atomies i -over mens nofes as theylyea* 
fleep,her waggon (pokes made of long fpinaers legges, the cover 
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of the wings of gralhoppers, her traces of the fmalleft fpiders 
we b, her collers of the moon-fhines watry beames , her whip of 
Crickets bone, the lafhof Philome, her waggoner a Imall gray 
coated Gnat, nothalfelobiggeasaround little wormeprickt 
from the lazie finger of a man, her chariot is an emptieHalell 
nut, made by the Joyner Squirrell or old Grub, time out of mind 
the Fairies Coach-makers : and in this ftate fhee gallops night 
by night through lovers braincs , and then they dreame of love : 
on Courtiers knees, that dreame on Curf es ftrait ; o’rc Lawyer® 
-fingers, who ftrait dreame on fees ; o’re Ladies lips, who ftrait on 
iifles dreame; which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues', 
becaufetheir breath with fweec meates tainted are : fometimes 
fheegallopso’re a Courtiers nofe, and then dreames he offmel- 
lingout afuit ; and fometime comes fhe with a tithe-pigs taile, 
tickling a Parfons nofe asa lies afleepe, then he dreamesofan- 
other Benefice ; fometime fheedrivetho’rea fouldiers necke, 
andthen dreames hee of cutting forraine throats , of breaches, 
ambufcadoes, Spagilh blades, ofhealths five fadome deep , and 
then anon drums in his eare , at which hee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, fweares a prayer or two, and fleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the night, 
and bakes the Elflockes in fbulc finttifti haires , which once un- 
tangled much misfortune bodes. 

This is the hag, when maides ly on their backes, 

Thatprcffes them, and learnes them firft to bear e, 

Making them women ofgood carriage 1 
This is fhee- 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mer cut to peace. 

Thou talkft^of nothing. - - 

Mer. True , Italke ofdreames , 

Which are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie. 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre. 

And more unconftant than the wind, who wooes 
Even now the frozen bolbme of the North ; 

And being angred, puffes away from thence, 

Turning his fide to the dew-dropping South. 

C Sen. 



Them: ft lament Able Tragedy 
“Ben This wind you talke of blowes us from out fiJIvcs* 

Supper is done, and we (hall come coolace. 

Rum. I feare too early, for my mind rntlle-gives. 

Some confequence yet hanging in the ftarres. 

Shall bitterly begin his fearefull date 
With this nights revells , and expire the terme 
Ofa defpifed life clos’d in my breaft. 

By fome vile forfeit of untimely death. 

But he that hath the fteerage of my courfc, 

Dire& my fute : on lufty Gentlemen.. 

Bert. Strike Drum. . 

They march about the Stage, andServtngmen come 
forth with Napkins. 

Enter Romeo- 

Ser. Where’s Potpan , that he helpes not to take awayj? 

He fhife a Trencher ? he ferape a Trencher ? 

T . When good manners (ball lye all in one or two mens. 

hands,and they unwalbt too, ’tis a fbule thing. 

Away with the join-ftooles, remove the Court-cupboard, 
looke to the plate, good thou fave me a piece of March-pane, and 
as thou loves mee let the Porter let in Sufan Grhia-jrone , and 
Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 

% l .^ouardookt for and cald for, askt for and fought for in 

Wearanotte here and there too, chearly boyes, 
Bebriske a while, and the longer liver take all. 

extent * 

Enter all the gttefls and Gentlewomen to '''' 

the Afasks rs * 

i . fap. Welcome Gentlemen. Ladies that have their toes 
Unplagued with Cornes will walke about with you : 

Ah my Miftrcffes, which of you all 

Will now deny to dance ? fhe that makes daintie. 

She Tie Iwear hath Cornes: am I come neare you now? 

W elcome Gentlemen, I have feen the day 

That 1 have worne a V ifor, and could tell . 
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A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies eare, 

Sich as would pleafe : ’tis gone,*tis gone, as gone. 

You are welcome Gentlemen :come Mufitiansplay. 

Mu ft eke playes , and they dance* 

AhalU hall, give roome, and foot it girles. 

More light you Knaves, and turne the tables up. 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hot. 

Ah firrah.this unlookt for fport comes well. 

Hay fit, nay fit, good coufin Capulet, 

For you and I are paft our dancing dayes : 

How long iff now fince laft your felfe and I 
Were ina Make? 
a. Cap. Berlady thirty yeeres. 

1. Crfp.Whac man?’tis not fo much/cis not fo much, 
Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lucientio : 

Come Pentecoft as quickly as it will. 

Some five and twenty yeeres, and then we maske. 

2. Cap. ’Tis more, ’tis more, his fonne is elder fir, 
His forme is thirty. 

i .Cap. Will you tell me that ? 

His fonne was but a W ard two yeeres agoe. 

Tom. W hat Lady is that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Tom. O fhe doth teach the torches to bume bright : 
It feemes fhe hangs upon the cheekeof night, 
Asarichjewell in an yEthiops eare. 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too deare : 

So (hewes afnowie Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady o’re her fellowes ftiowes : 

The meafure done, 'lie watch her place offtand. 

And touching hers , make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now, forfweare it fight. 

For I ne’re faw true beauty till this night. 

Tib. This by his voice ftiould be a Mount ague. 
Fetch me my Rapier boy, what ? dares the flave, 

Come hither cover’d with an antique face, 
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To fleere and fcorne at our folemnity ? 

Now by the ftocke and honour ofmy kin. 

To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Cap. Why how now kinfman ? wherefore ftorme you lb ? 
Tib. Uncle this is a Mount ague our foe, 

A villaine that is hither come in fpight, • 

To fcorne at our folemnity this night. 

Cap. Young Tomeo , is it t'- 
Tib- ’Tis he, that villaine %«., 

Cap. Content thee gentle Coze, lethimaldnc, 

A beares him like a portly- Gentleman, 

And to lay truth Verona brags of him, 
Tobeavertuousandwell govern’d youth ; 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houle doe him dilparagement : 

Therefore be patient, take no nore of him, 0 • i 
It is my will , the which if thou rdpe£t. 

Shew a faire prefence, and putoffthele frownes. 

An ill beleeming fembJance for a feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch avillaineisagueft. 

He not endure him. 

Cap. He fhallbe endured, 

W hat ■ goodman boy, I fay he fib all, goe too. 

Am I the M after here or yon ? goe too : 

You’ll not endure him, God fhall mend my foule. 

You’ll make a mutiny among my guefts. 

You will let a cocke a hoope, you’ilbe the man, 

T ib> W hy Uncle 'tis a fhame. 

Cap- Goe too, goe too. 

You are a laucy boy : ift lb indeed ? 

This trick may chance to fcath you I know Vvhat : 

You muft contrary me, marry ’tis time : 

W ell faid my hearts : you are a PrincOx, goe. 

Be quiet, or (more light, more light for fhame) 
l’le make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. ’ 

Tib .Patience perforce with wilful! cnolcr meeting. 

Makes my flelh tremble in their different greeting : ' „ 

ir - F ’ Twill 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 

twill withdraw , but this intrufion lhall, 

Now teeming fweet, convert to bitter gall, . Sxtt. 

rn 0 m If I profane with my unworthieft hand, 

Th^holy fhrine, the gentle finneisthis, 

Mvlips two blulhing Pilgrims ready Hand, 

To imooth thattough touch with a tender kifle. 

7#/. Good Pilgrim, you doe wrong your hand too much, 
Which mannerly devotion Ihcwes in this, 

For Saints have hands that Pilgrims hands doe touch. 

And palme to palme is holy Palmers kifle . 
jftfw.Have not Saints lips ,ind holy Palmers too ? 

7#/. I Pilgrim, lips that they muft Ufe in Prayer- 
Jf Rom. O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe. 
They pray, grant thou, left faith turne to delpaire. 
jul. Saints doe not move, though grant for prayers lake. 
'Rom. Then move not while my prayers effe<ft I take : 

Thus from my lips by thine my ftnne is purg’d. 

Jul. Then have my lips the finnethat they have tooke. 
Rim. Sin from my lips / O trefpafle fweetly urg’d : 

Give me my finne againe. ' 

j»/.Youkiflebithbooke,- 'I 5 ' v: ';' v ^ ' , ,, . 

Nurfe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you: 
Rom. What is her mother ? 

T^urfe. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the houle, 

AndagoodLady,anda wifeandvertubus : • 

I nurc’t her daughter that you talkt withali : 

I tell you he that can lay hold ofher. 

Shall nave the chinckes. 

Rom. Is flie a Capulet ? 

O deare account 1 my life is my foes debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone, the fport is at the beft. 

Rom. I, lb I feare, the more is my unreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 

We have a triflingfbolifh banquet towards : 

Is it e’en fo ? whv*tffen f tHanke vou all.: 1 
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The'mofi lamentable Tragedy 

More torches here, come on, then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah, by my fay it waxes late, 

'He to my reft. 

Jnli. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond Gentleman > 
Nttrf, The fonne and heire of old Tjberio. 

Jul. What’s he that now is going oat of the doore } 
NurfMmy that I thinke be young Retrucheo. 

Jul. W hat’s he that followes here, that would not dance f 
JVfcr/v.Iknow not. 

Jul. Goe aske his name, if he be married. 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurf. His name isRomeo, an d a Mount, ague* 

The onely fonne of your great enemy. 

Jul. My onely love fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene unknowne, and knowne too late: 
Prodigious birth of love iris to me. 

That I muft love a loathed enemy. 

JVurf. What’stis ?what’stis? 

Jul. A Ryme I learnt even now 
Ofone I danc’t withall. 

One calls within Juliet; 

Nurf. Anon, anon : 

Come lets away, the ftrangers all are gone. 

Exeunt. 

Chorus. 

Now old defire doth in bis death-bed lye. 

And young affe&ion gapes to be his heire. 

That fairefor which love groned and would dye, 

With tender Juliet matcht is now not faire. 

Now "Romeo is belov’d and loves againe. 

Alike bewitched by the charmeoflookes: 

But to his foe fuppos’d he muft complaine. 

And fhe fteale loves Iweet bait from fcarefull hooks. 

Being held a foe, he may not have accefle 
To breath fuch vowes as lovers ufe to fweare: 

And fhe as much in love, her meanes much leffe. 
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if Romeo and Juliet, 
pafllon lends them power, time meanes to meet, 

SmDring extremities with extreme fweet. 

Tett>P o £nter Romeo alone . 

<v om . Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turnebacke dull earth, and finde thy Center out. 

Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 

Ben- "Romeo, my Coufin Romeo, Romeo. 

jl/er.He is wife, and on my life hath ftollen him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way, and leapt this Orchard wall : 

Call good Mercutio. 

Mer- Nay He conjure too. 

Bunco, humours, madam, paflion, lover, 

Appeare thou in the likenefle of a figh, 

Speake but one ryme and I am fatisfi’d ; 

Cry but ay me, pronounce but love arid dye> 

Speake to my Goflip Venus one faire wordy 
One nickname to her purblind fonne arid heire 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that fhot fo true, 

When King f'ophetua lov’d the Begger-maid. 

He heareth not, he ftirreth noc,hemoveth not, 

The Ape is dead, and I muft conjure him: ■ 

I conjure thee by RoJ alines bright eyes. 

By her high forehead and her skarlet lip. 

By her fine foot, ftraight legge, and quivering thigh. 

And the demeanes that there adjacent lye, ' 

That in thy likenefle thou appeare to us. 

Ben, And ifhe heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mcr. This cannot anger him, ’t would anger him 
Toraife a Ipiritin his Miftrefl'e circle, 

Offcme ftrange nature, letting it there ftand 
Till fhe had layd it, and conjur’d it downe, : 

That were fome fpigbt. 

My invocation is faire and honeft, and in his Miftrefl’e name, 
l conjure onely but to raife up him. 

Be». Come , he hath hid himfelfc among thefctrees, 

0 be conlbrted with the humorous night : 
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The mo(l lamentable Tragedy 
Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the marke f r 

Ko,v will he fit under aMedlartree, 

And vvifli his miftreffe were that kinde of fruit, 

As maides call Medlars when they laugh alone, 

0 Romeo that (lie were , O that (be were 
An open and cat era, and thou a Poperin peare. 

Romeo good night, Tie to my Truccle-bed, 

This field-bed is too cold for me to deep : 

Come, (ball wegoe? . . 

Ben. Goe then, for 'tis in vaine to ieeke mm here, 

That meanes not tobefound* Exeunt. 

Rom. He jeftsat fcarres that never felt a wound: 

But loft, what light through yonder window breaks } 

It is the Eaft, and Juliet is the Sunne : 

Arile faire (unne, and kill the envious moonc, 

W ho is already ficke and pale with griefe, 

That thou her maide art farre more faire than (be ? 

Be not her maide fince (he is envious, 

Her veftall livery is but ficke and greene, ^ \ . /c 

And none but fooles doe weare it, caft it oftV 

It is my Lady,0 it is my love, O that fhe knew (be wr.t\ 
She fpeakes, yet (he fayes nothing ; what of that ? 

Her eye difcourfes, I will anfivere it : 

1 am too bold, ’tis not to me fhe fpeakes a 

Two of the faireft ftarres in alkhe heaven* ?. . 

Having (bme bufinefie, doe entreat her eyes 
To twinckle in their fpheares till they returner 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 
Thebrightnefleofhercheeke would fhame thofe ftars, 
As day-light doth a lampe ; her eye in heaven, > 

Would through the ayrie region ftreamefo bright. 

That birds would fing, and tninkeit were not night. 

Sec how (lie leanes her checke upon her hand, 

O that I were a glove upon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheeke. 

Jul. Ay me. 

* Rom, She fpeakes. 
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Oh fpeake againe bright Ange 11J, for thou 
As elorious to this night being o re my head, 

Asfsa winged mefienger of heaven 
Untothewhiteup-turned wondnngeyes 
Of mortals that fall backe to gaze on him, 
Whcnhebeftrides the lazie puffing clouds. 

And failes upon the bofome of the Aire. 

JhI. O Romeo yRomeopibexeScxt art thou Romeo ? 
Deny thy father, and refufe thy name: 

Or if thou wilt not, be but Iworne my love. 

And ’He no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall I heare more ? or (ball I fpeake at this ? 
Jul.'Tisbm thy name that is my enemy : 

Thou art thy felfe, though not a M ountague. 

What’s Mount ague ? it is nor hand, nor foot. 

Nor arme,nor face. O be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What’s in a name ? That which we call a Rofe, 

Byany other word would fmellasfweet: 

So Romeo would were he not Romeo call’d, 

Retaine that dcareperfe&ion which he owes. 

Without that title : Romeo d’ofif thy name. 

And for thy name, which is no part of thee. 

Take all my felfe ■ 

Rom. Itake thee at thy word : 

Call me but Love, and ’He be new baptiz’d, • 
Hence-forth I never will be Rgmeo. 

Jul. What man artthou,that thusbefereen’d in night 
So flumbleft on my counfell ? 

&».By a name, I know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name deare Saint ishatefull to my felfe, 

Becaufeit is an enemy to thee: 

Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

eares have yet not drunke a hundred wordy 
Of thy tongues uttering , yet I know the found : 

Art thou not Romeo ,and a Mount ague ? 

Rom. Neither faire maide, if either thee diflike. 
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The mofi lamentable 'tragedy 
y#/.HoW cam’ft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 

The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 

And the place death, confidering who thou art, 
Xfanyofmykinfmenfinde thee here. 

w. With loves light wings did lore-perch thele Walls*, 
For (tony limits cannot hold love out ; 

And what love can doe, that dares love attempt : 

Therefore thy kinfmen are no flop to me. 

Jut. If they doe fee thee they will murther thee, 

, Rom. Alack, there lyes more perill in thine eye. 

Than twenty oftheir (Words:looke thou but (vveetj 
And I am proofe againft their enmity, 

JhI. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 
f Rom.\ have nights cloak to hide me from their eyes,. 
And but thou love me let them finde me here ; 

My life werebetter ended by their hate. 

Than death prorogued wanting of thy love. 

y til. By whole dire&ion foundft thou out this place ? 
'Rom. By love that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes, 
l am no Pilot, yet wert thou as farre 
As that vaft Chore walht with the farthcft lea, 

I Ihould adventure for fuch merchandife. 

jW.Thouknow’ft the maske of night is on my face,, 
Elfe would a maiden blulhbepaint my cheeke, 

For that which thou haft heard me Ipeake to night. 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine, faine deny 
W hat I have fpoke ; but farewell complement : 

Doeft thou love me ? I know thou wilt lay I, 

And I will take thy word ; yet if thou fwear’ft,, 

Thou maift prove falfe ; at lovers perjuries 
They fay Jove laughes. Oh gentle 'Rome *, , 

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou think'ft I am too quickly wonne, , 

He frowne and be perverfe , and lay thee nay, , 

So thou wilt wooe , but elfe not for the world, > 

In truth {mc Mtnntague I am too fond, 



Romeo and Juliefi 

And therefore thou maift thinke my behaviour light; 
But truft me Gentleman: I’le prove more true. 

Than thofe that have more coying to be ftrange : 
Ifliould have beene more ftrange, I muft confefle. 

But that thou overheardft ere I was ware 
l/ly true loves paffion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light love, 

Which the darke night hath fodifcovered. 

1 Rm. Lady, by yonder bleflcd moone I vow. 

That tips with hlver all thele fruit tree tops- 
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■hI. O fweare not bythe moone, th’inconftant moone, 

_ jat monthly changes in her circled orbe, 
left that thy love prove likewile variable. 

Rom. What Ihall I fweare by ? 

JhI. Doc not lweare at all : 

Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gracious felfe^ 

Whichis the god of my idolatry. 

And iTc belecve thee. 

Rom. If my hearts deare love. 

Jul. Well, doe not Iweare , although I joy in*hee, 

I hive no joy of this contri& to 

It is too rafh, too unadvis’d, too fudden, 

Too like the lightning , which doth ceafe to be 
Ere one can fay it lightens : Iwect good night : 

This bud of love by fummers ripening breath. 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet : 
goodnight, goodnight, as fweet repofe and reft. 

Come to thy heart as that within my breaft. 

Rom. O wilt thou leave me lb unfatisfied ? 

Jul. W hat fatisfa&ion canft tbou have to night ? 

^Th’exchange ofthy loves faithfull vow for mine. 

I gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it, 

And yet I would it were to give againe. 

Rom. Wouldft thou withdraw it ? for what purpofe love ? 

J*l. But to be franke and give it thee again. 

And yet I wilh but for the thing I have. 



««« ycu i wiin out tor tne tiling i have 
My bounty is as bouneflefle as tne lea. 
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My love asdeepe,the : more I give to thee 
The more I have , for both are infinite : 

I heare fome noife within, deare Love adue : 

Anon good Nurfe ,fweet MoHntagttebcmx : 

Stay but a little, I will come againe. 

Rom. Oblefled,blefled night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering Iweec to be fubftantiall. • , 

Jul. Three words deare Romeo,* nd good night indeed. 
Ifthat thy bent oflovebe honourable, 

Thy purpbfd Marriage, fend me word to morrow. 

By one that I’le procure to come to thee, . 

W here and what time thoil Wilt perforate the rites, 

And all my fortunes at thy foot Tie lay. 

And follow thee my Love throughout the world. Madam. 

I come anon : but if thou meanft not well, ■ . 

I doe befeech thee fby and by I come) Madam. 

Toceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my gride, 

To morrow will I fend- 

Rom. So thrive my ioule. < v ' ::or V, ^ ' * », 

7 ul. A thoufand times good-night. ^ - ’ ' ' ; ,f . 

Rom. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy fight. 

Love goes toward love as Schoole-boyes from their bookes. 
But love from love toward Schoole 1 with heavie lookes. 

Enter Juliet againe. 

J#/. Hi ft Romeo, hift : OforaFalknersvoice, 

To lure this Talfel gentle backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloud, 

Elfe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarle than mine, 

With repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. It is my love that ca (Is upon my name : 

How filver fvveet found Lovers tongues by night ? 

Like fofteft Muficke to attending eares. 

Jul. Romeo. t , 

Rom.^Ay Deere. 

3 Hi W nat a clocke to morrow 



tiff i 

Ijovbni 



JhI wbat a clocke to morrow 



Shall 



. of Romeo and Juliet. 

,, h 

fj l vvill not faile, ’tis twentie yeeres till then : 
i hie forgot why I did call thee backe- 
m l. m Let me (land heretill thou rememberit. 

&. i (hall forget to have theeftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I love thy company 
Rom. And ’Ile-ftill ftay,tohave theeftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this . 

w/Tisalmoft morning, I would have thee gone, 

And yet no farther than a wantons bird. 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, : ° 

Like a poore prilbner in hi s twifted gyves, _ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe, 

So loving jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy bird. 

Jul Sweetfo would L :: - 1!r v ;: - ; . 

Yet I fliould kill thee With much cherifhing i 
Good night, good night, 

Paning is fuch lweet forrow, 

That Khali fay good night till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaft. 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

Hishelpc to crave, and my deere hap to tell. 

Exit; 

Enter Frier alone with a B aeket. ‘ 

Fri. The grey ey’d mornefmiles on the frowning night. 
Checkring the Eaftern clouds with ftreakes of light : 

And fleckeld darknefle like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wheeles. 

Now ere the wnne advance his burning eye. 

The day to cheere ,and nights danke dew to dry, 

I muft upfilith is O fier Cage of ours, 

With balefull weeds, and precious juiced flowers. 

The earth that’s natures mother in her Tombe ; 

What is her burying Grave, that is her wombe s 



The mfi Immable Tragedy 

And from her vvombe children of divers kind. ih< .• ! ; 
We fucking on her naturaUbofomefitid: ;; 

Many for many Verities excellent. 

None but for lome, and yet all different- 
O mickle is the powerful! grace that lies 
In plants, hearbs, ftones, and their true qualities ? 

For nought fo vile that on the earth doth live, 

But to tne earth fome fpeciall good doth give : ' 

Nor ought lb good, but ftrain’a from that faire ufe. 
Revolts from true birth, Humbling on abufe. 

Vertue it felfe turnes vicebeing mif-appli’d. 

And vice fometime by action dignifi’d. . i 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poy fonhath refidence, and Medicine power : 

For this being fmelt with that part^cheares each part j 
Being tailed flayes all fenfes with the heart. 

Two fuch oppofed Kings encamp them frill 
In man as well as hearbs, grace and rude will j 
And where the worfer is predominant, 

Full lbone the Canker death eates up that plant. 

Rom. Good morrow father, ,jn; 

JVi.Benedicite: 

W hat early tongue lb fweet laluteth me } 

Young fonne it argues a diftemper’d head. 

So lbone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keeps his watch in every old mans eye. 

And where care lodges fleepe will never lye : 

But where unbruifed youth with unftuft braine. 

Doth couch bis limbes, there golden fleep doth reign, 
Therefore thy earlinefledoth me allure, 

Thou art uprous’d with fome diftemp’rature : . 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to night, 

Rom. That Iaft i s true, the Iweeter reft was mine. 
fW.God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofaline l 
Rom, With Rofaline t my ghoftly father, no, 
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, , r 0 reot that name, and that names woe. ' s'J f ' 
p' That’s my good fonne, but where haftthou been then? 
Zm l’le tell thee erethou aske it me agen : ■ • ' 

Thavebeenfeafting with mine enemy. 

Where on a hidden one hath wounded me, ^r:r 
-rWs bv me wounded ; both our remedies ■ 

Within thy hdpe and holy Phyftcke lyes : 

T beare no hatred blefled man, for loe, 

Mv interceffionlikewife fteads mv foe. _ 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely i 
Ridling confelfion findcs but ridling Chrift. - : 

Rtm. Then plainly know my hearts deare love is let 
On the’faire daughter ofrich C a f ulet *• 

Asmineonhers,fohers isfetonminej * 

And all combin’d, favewhat thou muft combine 
By holy marriage : when, and where, and how, 

Wemet, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow, 
l’le tell thee as we pafle : but this I pray, 

That thou confent to marry us to day. .. 

Eri. Holy S .Francis , what a change is here ! 

Is fo/*//#*, whom thoudidft love lo deare. 

So fooneforfaken? young mens love then lyes ; 

Not truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
pfu Maria / what a deale of brine 
Hath vvafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ? 

How much fait water throwne away in wafte, 

Tofealbn love that ofit doth not tafte ? 

The fun not yet thy fighes from heaven cleares, , 

Thy old groanes yet ri ng in mine ancient eares ; . 

Lo here upon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit, 

Of an old teare that is not wafht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine. 

Thou and thefe woes were all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’d ? pronounce this : fentenee then, 

!Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 

Thou chid’ft me oft for loving Rofaline, 
£ri.Fordoating,not for loving, Pupill mine. 
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'Rom . And badft mebury love. 

Ar/.Notina grave. 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom - 1 pray thee chide me not, her I love now 
Doth grace for grace, and love for Ioveallow : 

Theother did not 16. 

Fri. O Ihe knew well. 

Thy love did read by rote that could notlpell: 

But come young W averer , come and goe with mat 
In one relpeft 'He thyafliftantbe: 

For this alliance may 16 happy prove, 

To turne your houlholds rancor to pure love. 

Rom. O let us hence , I ftand on fudden hafte. 

Fri . Wifely and flow, they ftumblethat run fall. 

.. ; .» \ ' EX&iiHti 

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 

Mer. W here the Dev’U Ihould this Romeo be ? came he not 
home to night 1 * 

Ben. Not to his fathers, I lpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that lame pale hard-hearted wench, that Rofalint 
Torments him fo , that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tibalt , the Kinlman to old fopulet, hath lent a letterto 
his fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo 'NiW anlwerit. 

Mer.kny man that can write may anlwere a Letter. 

'Ben. Nay he will anfwere the Letters Matter, how hee dares, 
being dared. 

Mer. Alas poore Romeo , hee is already dead , ftab’d with* 
white wenches blacke eye, runne through the eare with a Love- 
long, the very pinne of his heart cleft wirh the blinde Bow-boies 
but- fl'.aft : and is he a man to encounter Tibalt ? 

Rem. W by. ? what is T ibalt ? 

Mer. More rhan Prince of Cats : O bee’s the courageous 
Captaine of Complements : hee fights as y :u fing Pricke-fong, 
keepes time, diflance 3 and proportion ; he refts his minum reds, 
one, two, and the third in your bolbme : the very Butcher of a 
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pike button , a Dualift, a Dualift , a Gentleman of the very firft 
l' ,fe, ofche firft and fecond caufe, ah. the immortall Palfado, the 
puntoreverfo, the Hay. 
r Ben. The what? 

^r.ThePoxeof liich antique lifping affe£f ing phantalies, 
thefe new tuners of accents : by Jelu a very good blade , a very 
tall man, a very good Whore. Why is not this a lamentable 
thing Grand- fire, that wee fhould be thus afflifted with thefe 
ftrange flies, thefefalhion- mongers , thefe pardona-mees ,who 
ftand 16 much on the new forme , that they cannot fit at eafe on 
the old bench ? O their bones,their bones / 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe,likea dri’d Herring : O flelh, fleflh,’ 
how art thou fifhified ? Now is he for the numbers tha tPetrarch 
flowed in. Laura to his Lady was a Kicchin wench , marrie Ihe 
had a better love to berime her ; Dido a dowdie, Cleopatra t 
Gipfie , Helen and Hero hildings and harlots, Thiebj a grey 
eye or 16, but not to the purpofe.Seignior7^w*0£0»/o#r,there's 
a French falutationtoyour French flop: you gave us the coun- 
terfeit fairely laft night. : 

Rom.Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I give 
yon ? 

Mer. The flip fir, the flip, can you not conceive ? 

Romeo. Pardon good Met cut io, my bufinefle was great, and 
in fuch a cafe as mine a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. That’s as much as tolay,fuch a cafe as yours conftraines 
a man to bow. in the hams. 

Rom. Meaning to curfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hitit. 

Rom. A moft curteous expofition. 

Mer, Nay, I am the very pincke of curtefie. 

Rom. Pincke for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Rom. Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mereu. Sure wit , follow mee this jeft now till thou haft 
” rn e°utthypumpe, that when the Angle foie of it is worne, 
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thejcft may remajme after the wearing foly fingular. 

Tt^m. O fingle fol’d jeft, foly fingular for the finglenetffc. 

Met. Come between us good Benvolio, my wics faint. 

Rom: Swits and fpursjwits and 'Tpurs,or lie cry a match. 

Mer. Nay , if our wits run the wild-goofe chafe, I am done: 
forthou haft more of the wilde goofein one of thy wits , than 
3 am lure I have in my whole five. Was I with you there for 
the goofe ? .... 

Rom. Thou waft never with me for any thm&when thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the earefbr that jeft. 

Rom. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer. Thy wit is a very bitter lweeting, it is a moft fharpfauce, 

Rom. And is it not well fervid in toa fwcet goofe ? 

Mer. Oh here's a wit of Cheverell , that ftretches from an 
inch narrow to an ell-broad. di 

Rom. I fttetch itoutforthat word broad, which added to the 
goofe, proves thee farre and wide a broad goofe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now than groaning for love? 
now art thou fociable , now art thou Romeo -, now art thou what 
thou art by art as well as by nature: for this driveling love is 
like a great Naturall, that runs lolling up and downetohide 
hisbableinahole. 

Bert. Stop there, flop there. t ; 

Mer.Thon defireftmeto flop in my tale againft thehaire, 

Ben. Thou wouldft elle have madethy tale large. 

Mer* O thou art deceived* I would have made it fTiort>for I 
was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to 
occuny the argument no longer. 

Rom. Here’s goodly geare. ! v Enter N. nr/e and her man. 



not: 



. fa'Ie,aft!le. 

Mer. Two, two, a fhirt and a fmocke. 

Nurfe. Peter. 

Teter. Anon. 

Nnrf My fan Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face, 
Nurfe. God ye good morrow gentlemen. 
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Mer. God ye goodden fairc Gentlewoman. 

Nur fe. Is it goiodden ? 

Mer. ’Tis no lefle I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 
is now upon thie pricke of noone. 

Nurfe. Out upon you, what a man are you ? 

£ 0 one Gentlewoman that God hath made,himfelfe to mar. 

Nurfe. By my troth it is well faid , for himfelfe tomarre 
quoth a / Gentlemen, can any of yon tell me where I may finde 
the young Romeo ? 

fom-l can tell you : but ywngRomeo will be older when you 
havefound him , than hce was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nurfe. Ton fay well. 

Mer. Yea,is the worft well ? very well tooke ifaith, wifely, 
Wifely « 

Nurfe- Ifthou be he fir,! defire feme confidence with you. 

Ben. She will endite him to feme fupper. 

Mer. A baud, a baud, a baud. So ho. 

Rom. What haft thou found ? 

Mer . No hare fir , unlefle a hare fir in a Lenten pie > that is 
fomething ftale and hoarc ere it be (pent. 

An old harehoare, and an old harehoare is very good meat 
in Lent. 

But a hare that is hoare is too much for a feore , when it hoares 
ereitbelpent. 

Romeo, will you come-to your fathers ? wee’ll to dinner thither. 

Rom. I will follOW-|fe®y 1 i ' 

Mer. Farewell ancient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Exeunt* 

Nur. I pray you fifVvbit feucie Merchant was thisthatwas 
fofiill ofhis roperie. - 

Re. A Gentleman Nurfe that love s to heare himfelfe talk, and 
willfpeake more in a minute than he will ftand to in a moneth. 

Nur. And a fpeake any thing againft me, I’le take him down, 
2nd a were luftier than hee is, and twenty fuch Jackes : and if I 
cann°t,]’le finde thofe that fhall : feurvie Knave, I am none 
0 her Gil-flurts, I am none ofhis skaines mates : and thou mud 
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ftandby too, and fuffer every Knave toufemee at his p[ ea , 
fure. 

•Pet. 1 faw no man ufe you at his pleafure , if I had, my wea. 
pon foould quickly have beene out : I warrant you I dare dravv 
as loone as another man, if I fee occafion, in a good quarrell 3 and 
the law on my fide. 

Nurfe. Now afore God I am fovext, that every part about 
mee quivers : fcnrvie Knave : pray you fir a word : and as I told 
you, my young Lady bid me enquire you out : what (lie bid mee 
fay, I will keepe to my felfe : but firft let me tell ye, if yee lliould 
ieade her in a Fooles Paradife , as they fay, it were a very grofife 
kindeof behaviour, as they fay : for the Gentlewoman is young, 
ard therefore it you foould deale double with her, truely it were 
an ill thing tobe offered to any Gentlewoman, and very weake 
dealing. 

Rom. Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftris, Iproteft 
unto thee. 

Nurfe . Good heart, and yfaith I will tell her as much :Lord, 
Lord, foe will be a joy foil woman. 

Romeo. W hat wilt thou tell her Nurfe ? thoudoeft not marke 
mee. 

Nur. I will tell her fir that you doe proteft > which as I take 
ir,is a Gentlemanlike offer. 

Romeo, Bidher devifefbme meanes to come to fhrift this af- 
ternoone. 

And there foe foall at Frier Laurence Cell 
Be forived and married : here is for thy, paines. 

Nurfe. Norruly fir not a pennie- 

Rom- Goetoo , I fay you foall. 

Nurfe. This afternoone fir, we 11, foe foall be there.. 

Rom. And ftay good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall: 

Within this houre my man foall be with thee, 

And bring thee cords made like a tackling ftaire, 

W hich to the high top-gallant of my joy, 

Muff be my convoy in the fecrec night. 

Farewell, be trufty, and lie quite thy paines. 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 

Nurfe' 
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r r f vr ow God in Heaven blefle thee : harke you fir. 

What faift thou my deare Nurle? 

\Zfe is vour man fecret ? did you ne re here fay , two may 

JL counfell puctmgone away? 

Ke 1 W arranc thee my mans as true as fteele. 

Nurfe Well fir, myMiftrefteis the fweeteft Lady; Lord, 
lord when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Noble- 
man in Towne, one Parts , that would fame lay Knife aboord, 
hiir (he good foule had as lievefee aToade,a very Toadeasfee 
him • I anger her fometimes,and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
rerman : but lie warrant you when 1 fay fo foee lookes as pale 
«anv clout in the verlall world. Doth not Rofemary and Ro- 
both with a Letter ? 

tel Nurfe, what of that? BothwithanR. 

Nur. A mocker, that’s the doggesname ,R.is for theno. I 
know it beginnes with fome other letter, and foe hath the pret- 
tied fententious of it, of you and Rofemary, that it would doe 
you good to heareit. 

Rom- Commend me to thy Lody. 

Nurfe. I athoufand times. Peter. 

Pet. Anon. 

Nurf Before and apace. 

Exit. 

Enter Juliet. 

Ju. The clock ftrook nine when I d id fend the N urfe, 

Inhalfe an houre foe promis’d to returne r 
Perchance foe cannot meet him ; that’s not lb : 

Oh (he is lame, loves Heralds foould be thoughts, 

Which ten times fafter glides than the funs beames, 

Driving backe foadowes oyer lowringhills: 

Therefore doe nimble pinion’d Doves draw lOve, 

And therefore hath the winde-fwift Cupid wings. . 

Now is the lunne upon the highmoft hill 
Ofthisdayes journey , and from nine till twelve 
Is three long houres,yet foe is not come : 

Had fhe afteffions and warme youthfoll blood, 

She would be as fwift in motion as a ball. 

My 
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My words would bandy her to my fweet Love, 

And his to me, but old folkes many faine as they were dead, 
Unweildy , flow, heavie, and pale as lead . 

Enter Nurfe. 

O God (he comes : O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nttrfe. Veter ftay atthegate. 

Jul. Now good fweet Nurle, O Lord why look'ft thou fad ? 
Though newes be lad, yet tell them merrily. 

If good, thou fham’ft the Muficke of fweet newes, 

By playing it to me with fo lowre a face. 

Nurfe. I am weary, give me leave a while, 

Fye how my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had ? 

Jul. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes : 

Nay come, I pray thee Ipeake, good, good Nurfe fpeake. 

Nurfe. Jefb what hafte ? can you not ftay a while ? 

Doe you not fee that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou haftbreath 
To fay to me that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou do’ft make in this delay, 

Is longer than the tale thou do’ft excufe. 

Is thy newes good jor bad ? anlwere to that. 

Say either, and I’le ftay the circumftance, 

Let me be fatisfi’d, ift good or bad ? 

Nurfe. Well, you have made a Ample choice , youknownot 
how to choofe a man : %omeo , no not he , though his face be bet- 
ter than any mans, yet his legge excels all mens , and for a hand 
and a foot and body, though they be not to be talk? on, yet they 
are paft compare : hee is not the flower ofcurtefie,but He war- 
rant him as gentle asaLambe :goe thy waies wench, ferve God. 
W hat ? have you din’d at home ? 

Jul. No, no, but all this did I know before, -> 

W hat fayes he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nur. Lord how my head akesj\vhat a head have I ? 

Jt beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My backe a tother fide, ah my backe, mybacke, 

Beflirew yourheart forfending me about, 
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To catch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

1 jfaith I am forry that thou art not well : 
c vectivveet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what faies my Love ? 
svv yLf, Your love fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 
acourteous , and a kinde, and a handfome, 

An d 1 warrant avertuous : where is your mother ? 

Jul. Where is my mother ? why (he is within , where Ihould 

lb' be? 

Ho.vodly thou rep’ieft, 

Yoar Lo.’e tayes like an honeft Gentleman. 

Where is yoar Mother ? 

Nurfe- O ( iods Lady deare, 

Are you (b hot ? marry come up I trow. 

Is this the ponltis for my aking bones ? 

Hence-forward doe your meflages your felfe. 

Jul Here’s fuch a coile, come, what laics ‘Borneo ? 

. Have you got leave to goe to fhrift to day ? 

Jul. I have... 

Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftayes a husband to make you a wife : 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheekes. 

They’ll be in fcarlet ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I murt another way, 

Tofetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Muft climbe abirds neft foone when it is darke. 
lam the drudge , and toilc in your delight. 

But you (ball beare the burden foone at night* 

Goe.Ileto diuner , hie you to the Cell. 

J#/. Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Frier andKomto. 
rri. Sofmilethe heavensupon this holy A<ft, 

That after houres with forrow chide us not. 

Amen, Amen : but comejwhat forrow can, 

It cannot countervaile the exchange of joy 
bat one fhort minute gives me in her fight : 
woe thou but clofe otir hands with holy words. 

Then 
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Then love-devouring death doe what he dare, 

It is enough I may but call her mine. 

AV/.Thefe violent delights have violent ends. 

And in their triumph dye, like fire and powder, 

W hich as they kifle conliime. The fweeteft honey 
Is lothlbmnefieinhis owne delicioufnefle. 

And in the tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore love moderately , long love doth (o. 

Too fwift arrives as tardy as too flow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the Lady,Oh lb light a foot 
Will never weare out the everlafting flint : 

A Lover may beftride the Goflamoursv 
That idles in the wanton fummer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, lb light is vanity. 

Jul. Good even to my ghoftly Confeflor. 

Fri. Romeo fhall thank thee daughter for us both. 

Jul. As much to him , elfe in his thanks too much. 

"Rom. Ah Juliet, if the mealure of thy joy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
Toblazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and let rich Mufickes tongue, 

Unfold the imagin’d happinefle that both 
Receive in either by this deare encounter. 

Jul. Conceit more rich in matter than in words, 

„ Brags ofhis fubftance, not of ornament ; 

They are but beggars that can count their worth, 

But my true love is growne to liich excefle, 

I cannot fumme up ibmeofhalfe my wealth. 

Fri. Come,comewithme,and we will make Ihortworke, 
For by your leaves you fhall not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, and men. 

Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio let’s retire, 

The day is hot, the (Japulets abroad. 

And if wee meet we fhall not Icape abraule, fornowthefehtf 
dayes is the mad blood ftirring. 
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j/eri Thou art like one ofthefe fellowe$,thatwhenheeen- 
rersthe confines of a Taverne, claps mee his lword upon the 
Tabic, and layes » God fend me no need of thee: and by the o- 
peration of the fecond cup drawes him on the Drawer, when in- 
deed there is no need- 

Ben. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jacke in thy moode as 
any in Italy , and as foone moved to bee moodie, and as foonc 
m^die to be moved. 

Ben. And whattoo? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch , wee fhould have none 
(hortly, for one would kill the other. Thou / why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a haire more , or a haire lefle in 
bis beard than thou haft : thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts, having no other reaion, but becaufe thou haft 
halell eyes : what eye but fuch an eye would (pie out fucha 
quarrell ? thy head is as full ofquarrels as an egge is full of meat, 
and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as an egge for quar- 
relling: thou-haft quarrelled with a man.for cofting in the ftreet, 
becaufe he hat h wakened thy dogge that hath laine afleep in the 
Sun. Didftthou not fallout with a tailbry for wearing his new 
doublet before Eafter : with another, for tying his new fhooes 
with old ribbands and yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling. 

Ben. And I were fo apt to quarrell as thou art, any man fhould 
buy the fee-fimple of my life for an houre and a quarter^ . w 

Mer. The fee-fimple, O Ample / - i; 0 ' . • 

Ent er Tibalt , Petruchio, and other f, 

Ben. By my head here come the £*pulets, 

^/cr.Bymyheelel care not, ? . iw • . : 

Followrmecjofe, fori will IpeakeTto them. W 
Gentlemen Good-den, a word with oneof you.) ■ ' - . , 

Mer. And but one word with one of us ? couple it with fome- 
tning, make it a word and a blow. 

Tib. You fhall finde me apt enough to that fir, and you (hall 
givemeoccafion. >- 1 1 



-ing/ CouIc ^ y ou not-. take fome occafion without gi- 
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The nioft lamentable Tragedy 

Tib. Mercuti'o'hou conforteft with ‘Romeo. 

Mer. Confort / what doeft thou makeusMinftrels ?an’dthou 
make Minftrels of us,looke to heare nothing but diicords; here's 
my Fiddle-fticke , here’s that (hall make you dance: zounds 
eonfort. _ ■ 1 ' ! ' o • , 

Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men. 

Either withdraw unto jbme private place, 

Orreafon coldly of your grievances, 

Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on us. -myd • • :'i. ... 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke,and let them gaze, 
Iwiirnotbudgefornomansplealurel. V 

Enter Romeo. 

Ti. Well, peace be with you fir, here comes my man. 

Mer. Bat He be bang’d fir-if he weare your Livery : j 

Marry>goe before to:fieJdshree'llbe i your follower, i rl . • ' n 
Yottrvvorfhip in that fenfe may call him man. : • i ! 

Tib ■ Romeo , the love I beare thee can aftoord 
No better tearme than this;: thou art a Vi llaine. 

* Rome. 7 / A*/r;the rea fon ;thaf;I have to love thee, > ■ uw 

DoDhmuchexehfbthelappmamingfage '.'. ;i‘lv:;,.' 

To fuchagreating : }Vinaine i amnone>lu :y - 1’ ’ ' 1 

Therefore farewell, I fee thou know’ll me not; 

Tib. Boy, this fhali not exeufe the injuries 
That tb®ti halWoneme, therefore turne and draw. 

Rom. l^d^f^eft.lwevd.'injup’dchee,’ 

But love thee better than thou canfl devile, . . \V . 

Tillthou (ha It know the reafon of my love ; 

And lo good Cafutet i which name I tender 
As dearely as my owne, be latisfterf. ‘ ; -:jfl ( ’ . i - - 

Mer. Ocalmechfoohoiirablej'vilekjhniiffion, ■■•>'•! • 

tsflla fiucatho carries itaway: f n*>! 1 ' 

7VA*/r, you rat-catcher , wilt you walke? 

Tib. What wouldft thou have with me ? 

. Mer. Good King ofiCats , nothing but one of your nine 
lives, that I meane to make bold withail, and as you (hail 
«jf£ mee hereafter dry beite the^refl of the eight- Will you 
plucke your fyvord Out of his Pilcher by the eares ? make hafle, 

A ^ ACi* 
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ef Romeo and Juliet- 
jell mine be about your eares e’rc it be out. 

fib. I am ’ 

<^om. Gentle Mercutio put thy Rapier up. 

Mer. Come fir, your Pafl'ado. 

Draw Benvolio y beat downe their weapons.; 

Gentlemen for fhame forbeare this outrage. ,• 

Tibalt, Mercutio, the Prince expreflely hath 
Forbid bandyingin Feronas ftreetS: 

Hold Tibalt ,good Mercutio. 

Awaj Tibalt. 

Mer. I am hurt : 

A plague a both houfes , I am fped; 

Is he gone and hath nothing? 

Ben. What art thou hurt? 

Mer. I, I, a (cratch, a (cratch, marry ’tis enough ; 

Where is my Page ? goe villaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom- Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. ’ ? 

A/cr.No,’tisnot fodeepeas a Well, nor fo wide as a Church 
doore,but ’tis enough , ’twill ierve, aske for mee to morrow and 
you (hall finde mee a grave man. I am peppered I warrant for 
this world, a plague a both yourhoufes •• zounds a dogge,a rat. a 
iroufe, a cat to (cratch a man to death; a braggart, a rogue; a vil- 
laine, that fights by the booke of Arithmeticke & why the dtv’U 
came you betweene us ? I was hurt under your arme. 

Rom. I thought all for the heft. 

Mer. Hejpe me intofome houfe Benvolio , 

Or I (hall faint : a plague a both y our houles. 

They have made .wormes meat of me, ’ 

1 have it, and (bundly to your houfes — • 

_ . V; Exit.' 

Agw.This Gentleman , the Princes neereally. 

My very friend , hath got his mortall hurc 
In my beha lfe, my reputation ftain’d 
With Tibalts flaunder, Tibalt that an houre 
Hathbeene my coufin. O iweet Juliet , 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

And in my temper loftned valours fteele. 

F 2 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 
•Enter Renvolio. 

Ten. O ‘Romeo, Borneo , brave Mercutio's dead, 

That gallant Ipirit bath afpir'dthe clouds, -b. * ' . /*> 

Which too untimely here did icorne the earth. 

Rom. This day es blacke fate on more daies doth depend. 
This but begins the woe others muft end. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tibalt back again. 

Rom. He gone in triumph, and Mercutio llaine. 

Away to heaven refpe&ive lenity. 

And fire and fury be my conduct now* 

Now Tib alt take the villainebacke againe 
That late thou gav’ft me, for Mercuries ionic 
Is but a little way above our heads. 

Staying for thine to keepe him company : 

Either thou or I, or both, muft goe with him. 

Tib . Thou, wretched boy, that didft confort him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Ronti This fliafl' determine that; 

They fight. Tibalt falls. 

Ben.Romeo , away , be gone. 

The Citizens are up , and 77^j/r flame :• - 

•Stand npt amaz’d, the Prince will doom thee death* i ^ 

If thou art taken » hence, be gone, away. 

Rom. O I am fortunes foole. 

Ben. Why doft thou flay. • 

Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizens. 

fir. Which way ran he that ki I’d Mercutio t 
Tibalt that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lyes that Tibalt. 

Cit. Up fir, goe with me, 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Trince^otd Mountague, Capulet, 
their wives and all. 

Prim Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I can aifcover all 
The ualuckie mannage of this fatall brail. 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

There lyes the man flaineby young Romeo t 
That flew thy kinfmanbrave Mercutio. 
r a p.tvi. Tibalt my coufin,0 my brothers childe, 

0 Prince, Ocoufin,husband. O theblood isfpild, 
Oftnydearekinfman : Prince, as thou art true. 

For blood of ours fhed blood of Mount ague. 

0 coufin, coufin. 

Brin. Benvolio, who began this bloody fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here flain,whom Romeo's hand did flay, 
Romeo that fpokehim faire,bad himbethinke 
How nice the quarrell was , and urg’d withall 
Your high dilpleafure : all this uttered 
With gende breath, calme look, knees humbly bowed. 
Could not take truce with the unruly fpleene 
Of Tibalt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing fteelie at bold Mercutio' s bread : 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a martiall Icorne with one hand beats 
Cold death afide, and with the other fend s 
Itbacketo Tibalt, whofe dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cryes aloud, 

Hold friends, friends part ; and fwifter than his tongue 
His agill arme beats downs theirfatall points, 

And ’tvvixr them rufhes : underneath whofe arme. 

An envious thraft from Tibalt hit the life. 

Offtout Mercutioy&nd then Tibalt fled : 

But by and by comes backe to Rgmeo, 

Who bad but newly entertain’d revenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning : for ere I 
Could draw to part them was flout Tibalt flaine. 

And as he fell did Romeo turne and flie, 
ihts is the truth , or let 'Benvolio dye. 

Aft' * s 3 kinlman to the Mountaeuesi 

Attethon makes him fa!fe,he fpeakes not True : 

Sn W u n r yofthemfou g ht in tbtsblackeftrife, 

Ana ail thofe twenty could but kill one life. 

Sge for juftice, which thou Prince muft give, 

^ 3 
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The mofi lamentable Tragedy 

Romeo flew Tib alt, Romeo muftnot live. 

Prin. Pomeo flew him, he flew Mercntio, 

Who now the price of his deare blood doth owe f 
Afox.Not Pomco Prince, he was Mercutio': friend. 
His fault concludes but what the law fhould end. 

The life of Tibalt. 

Prin. And for that offence 
Immediately we doe exile him hence. 

I have an intereft in your hearts proceeding, 

My blood for your rude bravvles doth lye a bleeding. 
But He amerce you with lb ftrong a fine. 

That you fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

I will be deafe to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers fhall purchale out abufes. 
Therefore ufe none , let Pomeo hence in hafte> 

Elle when he is found, thac houreis the laft. 
Bearehence this body, and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exit. 

Enter Juliet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed fteeds. 

Towards Phoebus lodging, luch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the Weft, 

And bring in dowdy night immediately. 

Spread thy clofe curtaine love-performing night. 
That run-awayes eyes may wincke, and pomeo 
Leape to thefe armes, untalkt of and unfeene : 

Lovers can fee to doe their amorous rights. 

By their oiyne beauties , or of love too blind. 

It beft agrees with night : come civill night, 

Thou lober fuited matron all in blacke. 

And learne me how to lofe a winning match, 

Plai’d for a paire of ftainleffe maiden-heads : 

Hood my unman’d blood baiting in my cheekes, 
With thy blacke mantle: till ftrange love grow bold, 
Thinke true love adled Ample modefty : , 

Cprae night, come Romeo, come thou day in night, 

v V • ' r . , ' ? * 



T 



Foe 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

For thou wilt lye upon the wings of night, 

Whiter than fnow upon a Ravens backe : 

Come gentle night, c< me loving black-brow’d night. 

Give me my Romeo, and when he fhall dye, 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres. 

And he will make the face of heaven fo fine. 

That all the world fhall be in love with night* 

And pay no worfhip to the garifh lunne. 

0 1 have bought the manfion ofa love. 

But not poffeft it , and though I am fold. 

Mot yet injoy ’d ; (b tedious is this day. 

As is the night before lbme feftivall. 

To an impatient childe that hath new robes, 

Andmaynotweare them. O here comes my Nude,. 

Enter Nttrf with cords • 

And fhe brings newes, and every tongue that fpeakes 
But Romeo’s name, Ipeakes heavenly eloquence. 

Now Nurfe,what newes ? what haft thou there ? 

The cords that Pomeo bid thee fetch ? 

Nnrfe, I, I, the cOrdsi 

JmI. Ay me, what newes ? why doeft thou wring thy hands ? 
Nur. A weladay, hee’s dead, hee's dead, hee’s deaa, 

Weare undone Lady, we are undone : 

Alack the day, hee’s gone, hee’s kill’d, hee’s dead, 

M Can nea ven be fo envious ? 

Nurfe. Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot. O Romeo , Romeo , 

Who ever would have thought it Romeo ? 
jnl. What divell art thou that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould be. roar’d in difmall hell : 

Hath? {omeo flaine himfelfe?lay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell I fhall poylbn more 
Than the death-darting eye of Cockatrice : 

Iam not Iifthere befuch an I, > , 

vlr thofe eyes fhot, that makes thee anfwere I. 
i the ”^ a ! ne % I, or if not, No, 
nere founds determine of my weale or woe. 

Nnrfe'. 
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The tnofl lamentable Tragedy 

Nurfe. I faw the wound, 1 (aw it with mine eyes, 

God fave the marke ; here on his manly brefl, 

A piteous coarie, a bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pale as afhes, all bedeaw’d in blood, 

All in goreblood : I lwouned at the fight. 

Jul. 0 breake my heart, poore bankrupt breake at once, 
Vo prifoneyes, ne’relookeon liberty. 

Vile earth to earth refigne,end motion here, 

And thou an dRomee prefl'eone heaviebeere. 

Nurfe. O Tibalt, 77&*/r,thebeft friend I had, 

O courteous Ttbalt, honelt Gentleman, 

That ever I fhould live to fee thee dead. 

Jul. What ftorme is this that blowes fo contrary ? 

Is Romeo flaughtred ? and isTibalt dead ? 

My deareft coufin , and my dearer Lord : 

Then dreadfull trumpet found the generall doome, 

For who is living if thofe two are gone ? 

Nurje. Tib alt is gone , a nd "Romeo banifhed, 

Romeo that kild him, he is banifhed. 

Jul. O God did Romeo's hand fihed Tibalts blood ? 

Nurfe. It did, it did, alas the day it did. 

Jul. O ferpent heart hid with a flowring face / 

Did ever dragon keepe fo faire a cave ? 

Beautifull tyrant, fiend angelicall, . 

Ravenous dove, feathred raven, wolvifh-ravening lamb, 
Delpifed fubtfance of divineft fhew, 

Jufl oppofite to what thou juftly feemefl, 

A damned Saint, an honourable villa me. 

O nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou didft poure the fpirit cf a fiend 
In mortall paradifeoffuch fweet flefh ? 

Was ever booke containing fo vile matter 
So fairely bound ? O that deceit fhould dwel I 
In fuch a gorgeous pal ace ! 

Nur .There's notruft,no faith no honefty in men. 

All perjur’d, all forlworne, all naught, all diffemblers : 
Ah, where's my man ? give me fome yiqua vita. 
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of Romeo and Juliet; j 

Thefe griefes,thefe woes,thefe forrowes make me old. 

Shame come to Romeo . 

?«/.Bliftered be thy tongue 
porfuch a wilh : he was not borne to fhame, >• v , 

Upon his brow fhame is afham’d to fit : 

For ’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole Monarch of the univerfall earth. 

0 what a beaft was I to chide at him ? 

Nur. W ill you fpeake well of him that kill'd your coufin ? 
Jul. Shall I Ipeake ill of him that is my husband? f! 

Ah poore my Lord / what tongue "fiiall fmooth thy name. 

When I thy three houres wife have mangled k ? 
Butwherefbrevillainedidftthoukill my coufin? 

That villaine coufin would have kill’d my husband. 

Backefoolifh teares, backet© your nativefpring. 

Your tributary drops belong tb wOe, 

Which you miftaking offer up to joy. 

Myhusband lives that Tibalt would haveflalne. 

And Tibalt' s dead that would have flaineniy husband : 

All this is comfort : wherefore weepe I then ? 

Some words there were worferthan Tibalts death 
That murdred me : I would forget it faine. 

But oh, it prefles to my memory. 

Like damned guilty deeds to finners mindesj 
Tibalt is dead, ana Romeo banifhed. 

That banifhed, that one word bani (hed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Tibalts : Tibalts death 
Was woe enough , ifit had ended there. 

Oriffowre woe delights in fellowfhip, 

And needly will be rankt with other griefes. 

Why follow’d not, when fhe faid Ti bait's dead, 
or thy mother, nay for both, 
which moderne lamentation might have mov'd: 
hut with a rereward following Tibalts death, 

^ is bamfhed: to fpeake that word, 1 ! * 

AIUV m ?^ ef , tibalt {Romeo, Juliet , ! ; 

3ine, all dead, Romeo is banifhed. r 

G There 
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The txoft lamentable Tragedy \> 

There is ijOjpiwWl) RWrfiir&botmA-vsbf! v ; — 

In that words deachj, no words can that woeiounds ^ •, 

Where is my father andmy motherAT«r/<r. ? t- 
Nur. Weeping and wailing oveiTibalts coarfe : . „ 

Will you goe to them ? Iwillbring.you thither. 

Jut. Wafh thewhis woutwis wifRWareA^mnerfhallbeipeijtj 
W hen theirs are dry, for Timers banifhment. 

Take up thofe cords; poore rop$s you are beguil'd, " - 

Both you and I, for Romeo is exil’d : 

He made youfdr a^l^w^y feeds 1 * 1 1 

But I a ma-ide dye : masden widowed.^ : * : \ bio. I ytr. eioo^. 
Come cord, come Nurfe. s 21e tojBy Wedding bed#' iy ‘j I ‘i ;/ 
And death, not %&»ej>, lake, iny.maidenhead. 

Nurfe. Hye to your chamber. He finde R omeoi 
To comfort you, : 1 wot wells wjhewMie is, , ?oir. : > j i ! ■ ;io< •: ibtil 
Harke you, your "Romeo will bo, hereat night : 
lie to him, he is hid at Cell. ,y, ' u »yrhiil\v 

J»/. O find him, give this ring to my , true Knight, 

And bid him come to rakeb i&kift farewell. . 

C fl 5 J I S"p9W9‘!OtyJ5fl'/ : 1 Exit.‘l? r 1. ... 

Enter Eriet and RomeCw ?tsd 
Fri.'Romeo come forth^come forth thpufearfhll man, : 
Affli&ion i s enamor’d of thy par t%rz 
And thou art vvedd^d'^o.ealamity. o. / . ■ :i 1 
“^.Father what newes ?vv^gi5-thb®riflMsdoome. J ^‘'^ •■■•'Vff 
What forrow craves acqu^intaneeJatimy hand, b , B- r P> i n r,d rlT 
That yet I knovy $ot ? 

Fri. Too familiar • - zaV/ 

Is my deare lonne with fuch fbwre company i. ; ' r •' 

ibringthee tidings of the Princes doome. v M ! . ’ ri , i,K - 
"Ro. What Icffe than doomfday is theTrinces doome ? 

Fri. A gentler judgement vanifht from his lips i 
Not bodies death, but bodies banifhtnent. 

Rom . Ha /banifhment ? be mercifull,fay death, 

For exile hath more terrors inhjis looke, or. >; ! >s- ® w :; v ; 

Much^more than death • doe not fty banifhment. ; ' r: ]p: 
Fri.Here from Verona art th<?u bamfoed .* 

B? c 
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of Romeo and Juliet 

Be patient, for the world is broad -and wide . '[ i 
c h om . There is no vvorld without Wall# 

But purgatory, torture, hell it felfe. 

Hence banifhed is banilht from the world, 

^nd worlds exile is death. Then banifhed 
j s death mifrearm’d : calling death banifhed. 

Thou cut’ft my head off with a golden Axe, kid: 

And foil’d upon the flroke that murders me.' 

f r i, O deadly finne 1 0 rude unthankfnlneffe ! 

Thy fault our Law calls death , but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part, hath rufhtafidethe law, - n dp:: 

And turn’d that blacke word death to banifhment • 
This is deare mercy ,and thou feeft it not. 

Rom / Tis torture, and not mercy : Heaven is here 
Where Juliet lives, and every cat and dogge, 

And little moufe, every unworthy thing 
Live here in heaven, and may lookeonher, f 
Romeo may not. More validity, 
Morehonourableftate, more Courtfhip lives 
In carrion flics than Romeo : they may feize 
On the white wonder of deare Juliets hand. 

And fteale immortall bleffi ng ’from her lips. 

Who evenin pure and Veftall modefty 
Still blufh, as thinking their ownekifles finne : 

This may flies doe, when I from this muft flye, 

And faift thou yet that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banifhed, 

Flyes may doe this,but I from this muft flye : 

They are free men , but I am banifhed. 

Hadft thou no poilbn mixt,no fharpe grownd knife- 
No fudden meane of death, though nere fb meane. 

But Banifhed to kill me? Banifhed / 

0 Frier, the damned ufe that word in hell, 

Howling attends it: how haft thou the heart. 

Being a Divine, a ghoftly Confeffor, t 
finne Obfolver, and my Friend profeft, B -■ ‘ : 

J o mangle me with that word banifhed? - 

G 2 E 



1 fhrigim n^flT 

'T 



•3 • 



TrU 




The mfl lamentable Tragedy 

JVi .Thou fond madjmi^feeareme alitclefpeaki. 

Rorn. O thou Wilt fpeake againe of banifhment, 

Fri. He give thee armour to keepe eft' that word, 
Adverfities fweet milke, Philolophy, 

To comfort thee though thou arc banifhed. 

Rom. Yet bani®^?lfe^^Phitofophy> 

{mtajAinjfhsjbel 

Unlefle Philofophy yrn i »* • 

Difplant a tovvne, rmrfea!PriHces;dQpm«!» : j 

Ithelpes not, it ^evades yl 

Fri. O theniJNthatluad cares* J too jlnfi ^ 

Rom. How Ihould th«^whf oiwwfe hWQ hsve no eyes ? 

Fri . Let fe^thy e&S^ei ; asH- r'n.h ;• 

'Rom. Thou canft not jpjeakejof thatthou do’ft not feele, 
Wert thou as young asrl, jW«?*tb$r love* 

An houre but married , TihnlP murdered* \y& n 

Doting like, me, and i^„atwjba®ii^di / 

Then mightft thou Ipeakje^ 

Then mightft thou tearethyhaire. 

And fall upon the ground as Idoenow, o: - , - ; • 

Taking the meafure of an untnadegraWi svAnrd: :ii 

Nmfi kgobkisi >B1o -.obr: v u z .b nO 
Fri. Arife, one knockes,good Romeo hide thy lelfe. 

Rom. Not I, unlefle the breach of heart-flcke grones 
Milt- like infold me from thelearch of eyes. 

Knocks- :v ft 1 v ' v/i' , 

Fri. fluke how they knocke (who’s there 3) Rwwee arife, . 
Thou wik be taken (flay a while) ftand up. 

Knocks againe. "■ v! -y n T 

Run to my fludy (by and by) Gods will, 
Whatfimplenefleisthis:fcome,Icome.: foqc,-:: • - 

Knocks- 

Who knockes io hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 

Enter Nur fe. 

Nur- Let me come in, and you Ihall know my errand: 

I come from Lady Juliet. 

Fri. W elcome then. 

Nur. O holy Frier, Q tell me holy Frier, 

Where s 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 

Where’s my Ladies Lord ? where's R^meo ? 

p ri There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nur O, he is even in my Miftrefle cafe, 

Tuftinher cafe : O wofijll fimpathy 7 
Piteous predicament/ even fo lyes Ihe, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring : 
crand up, Hand up, ftand and you be a man, 

For 7 diets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why Ihould you fall into fo deepe an O ? 

% 0 -Nurfe. 

Nur. Ah fir,ah fir,death is the end of all. 

Rom. Spak’ft thouofJ»//Vr ? how ift with her ? 

Doth Ihe not tbinke me an old murtherer, 

Now I have ftain’d the child-head of our joy. 

With blood remov’d but little from her owne ? 

Where is Ihe ? and how doth fhe ? and what fayes 
My conceal’d Lady to our canceld love ? 

Nur- Oh, Ihe fayes nothing fir, but weeps 
And now falls on her bed, and then ftartsup. 

And Tibalt calls, and then on Romeo crie*- 
And then downe falls againe. 

Rom. As if that name Ihot from the deadly leveu or a gun, 

Did murtherher, as that names curled hand 
Murdred herkinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me, 

In what vile part of this Anatomy 

Doth my name lodge ? tell me,- that I may lacke 

Thehatefull manfion. • * 

Fri. Hold thy delperate hand. 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art 
Thy teares are womanifh ,thy wiide a efts deuun; 

The unreasonable fury ofabeaft. 

Unleemely woman in a feeming man, 

Andill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me : By my holy Order 
I thought thy dilpofition better temper’d, 
alt thou flaine Ttbalt f wilt thou flay thy lelfe ? 

G 3 And 
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And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lyes, 

By doing damned hate upon thy felfe ? 

Why rail' ft thou on thy birth, the heaven, and earth. 
Since birch, and heaven, and earth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft lofe ? 
Fie, fie, thou fham’ft thy fliape, thy love, thy wit. 
Which like an Ufurer aboundft in all. 

And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed. 

Which Ibouldbedecke thy (hape,thy love, thy wi^ 
Thy noble fliape is but a forme of waxe, 

Di grefling from the valour of a man : 

Thy deare love fworne, but hollow perjury. 

Killing that love which thou haft vow’d to cherifti $ 
Thy wit, that ornament to fliape and love, 
Mifle-fliapen in the conduct of them both, 
like powder in a skill-Iefle louldiers flaske. 

Is let on fire by thine owne ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine owne defence. 
What ? rowfe thee ’man , thy Juliet is alive. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead : 
There art thou happy. Tibalt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft T iba.lt , there art thou happy. 
The Law that threatned death becomes thy friend, 
And turnes it to exile, there art thou happy. 

A packe of bleflings light upon thy backe, 
Happineffe courts thee in her beft array. 

But like a misbehav’d and fullen wench 
Thou poutft upon thy fortune and thy love. 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch dyemiferable. 

Goe get thee to thy love, as was decree’d, 

Alcend her chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou flay not till the watch be fet. 

For then thou canftnot palfeto Mantua , 

W here thou lhalt live till we can find a time 
Toblaze your marriage , reconcile your friends. 
Beg pardon of the Prince ,and call thee backe. 
With twenty hundred thoufand times more joy 



'#/ Romeo and Juliet.’ 

Thin thou went ft forth in lamentation, 
roe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, 

^hich heaviefbrrow makes them apt unto, 

O^rd, I could have ftaid here all the night, 

Toheare good counfelljoh what Learning is ! 

MvLord, He tell my Lady you will come. 

%om.Doe fo, and bid my fweet prepare to chide. 

Afor. Here fir, a ring fhe bids me give you fir. 

Hie you, make hafte, for it growes very late. _ 

/pm. How well my comfort is reviv’d by this . 

Fri. Goe hence, good night, and here ftands all your Rate, 
Either be gone before the watch be let, 

Or by the breake of day diiguis’d from hence : 

Sojoqrne in Mantua , He findeout your man. 

And he lhall fignifie from time to time 
Every good hap to you that chances here : 

Give me thy hand, ’tis late, farewell , good night. 

'Rom. But that a joy part joy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe fo briefe to part with thee. 

Farewell, 

Exeunt* 

Enter old Capulet, his wife , andVms. 
fap. Things havefalne out fir fo unluckily. 

That we have-had no time to move our daughter : 

Looke you, (he lov’d her Kinfman Tib alt dearely, 

And fo did I : well 5 we were borne to dye . 

Tis very late, fliee’ll not come downe to night. 

I promife you but for your company 
I would have beene abed an houre agoe. 

Tar is. Thefe times of woe afford no times to wooe : 
Madam good night, commend me to your daughter. 

La. I will, ana know her mind early to morrow, 

Tonight foe is mewed Up to her heavinefle. 

f a P' Sir Paris , I will make a delperate tender 
Of-my childes love ; I thinke (be. will be rul’d 
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In all relpe&s by me : nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her ere you goe to bed, 

Acquaint her here with my fonne Paris love. 

And bid her, marke you me, on wednelday next : 

But foft, what day is this ? 

Tarts. Monday, my Lord. 

(fa. Monday, ha, ha,well wednefday is too foone.; 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tellher 
Shee fhall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

Wee’ll keepe no great adoe, a friend or two: ; 

For harke you, Tibalt being flainc fo late. 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kiniman, if we revell much : 

Therefore wee’ 11 have (bme halfe a dozen friends. 

And there an end : But what lay you to Thurfday ? 

Paris . My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone , a thurfday be it then : 

Goe you to Juliet ere you goe to bed. 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. „ 

Farewell my Lord : light to my chamber ho. 

Afore me : it is lb very late , that we may call it early by and by. 
Goodnight. 

Extant, 

Enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. 

Jul. W ilc thou be gone ? it is not yet neare day : 

It was the Nightingale and not theLarke, 

That pearc’t the fearefull hollow of thine eare ; 

Nightly Ihe lings on yond Pomegranate tree : 

Beleeve me love it was the Nightingale. 

Tom. It was the Larke, the herald of the morne, 
NoNightingale : looke love what envious ftreakes 
Doe lace the levering clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights candles are burnt out, and jocond day 
Stands tip-toe on the mifty mountaines tops : 

I mull be gone and Iiv£, or flay and dye. 

Jul. Yond light is not day-light , I know it I : 



ef Romeo and Juliet 

trig fome Meteor that thelunne exhale, 

Tobe to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And li?ht thee on thy way to Mantua, 

Therefore flay yet,thou needeft not begone. 

g c m. Let me be ta’n, Iet me bejput to death, 
t am content, fo thou wilt have it lo. 
lie 6y yon gray is not the mornings eve, 

'Tis but the pale reflexe of Cinthia'sxxcm. 
flor that is not the Larke whole notes doe beat 
The vanity heaven fo high above our heads : 

I have more care to flay than will to goe. 

Come death and welcome , Juliet wills it fo. 

Howiftmyfoule? let s talke, it is not day. 

Jul. It is,it is, hie hence, begone away; 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tone, 

Strayning harlh dilcords,andunp!eafing (harper. 

Some fay theLarke makes fweetdivilion; 

This doth not lb , for Ihe divideth us. 

Some fay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 

0 now I would they had chang'd voices too. 

Since arme from arme that voice doth us allray, 

Hunting thee hence with Huntfup to the day. 

0 now be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Rom. More light and light,more darke and darke 

our woes. 

Enter Madam and Nnrfe , 

Ntirf Madam. 

Jul. Nude. 

iV«r/ Your Lady mother is commingto your chamber. 

The day isbroke,be wary, lookeabout. 

Jul. Then window let day in, and let life out. 

"R&m Farewell, farewell , one kilfe and lie ddeend. 
r h°u gone fo love, Lordly husband,friend ? 

1 muft heare from thee every day in the houre, 

*onn a minute there are many dayes. 

? b y c °unt I (hall be much in yeeres, 
re lagaine behold my Romeo. 

H Rem. 
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Ryu. Farewell* i: , u.: 

I will omit no opportunity, , , 

That may convey my greetings, Love, to thee. 

Jul. O thinkft thou we (hall ever meet againe ? 

Rom - 1 doubt it not., and allthefewoes Hull ferve-. 

For l'weet difeourfes in our ti me to come. 

Jul. O God, I have an ill divining (bule, 

Me thinkes I fee thee now.thou art fo low 
As one dead in the botiome of a tombe ; 

Either my eye-fight failes or t^ou lopkft pale. 

Rom. Ana truft me loy.e in my eye fo doe you. 

Dry forrow drinkes o^rblcKjd., Adieu., adieu. 

Jul. O fortune, fortune, all men. call thee fickle ; 

If thou art fickle what doft thou with him 
That isrenown’dforTaith?Befiekle fortune,^ . - - ; 

For then I hope thou wilf not keepe him longs 
But fend him backe. 

Enter Mother- 

Z^.Ho daughter, are you up ? , , . • , ’ v 

Jul. Who ill that calls ? it is my Lady mother. . v' J , ? . 
Is foe not dovvne fo late, or up fo early ? 
Whatunaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither?; 

La. W hy how now Juliet ? 

Jul. Madam I am not well. 

La. Evermore weepingfor your coufins death ? * 
What? wilt thou wafo him from his grave with teares? 
And if thou couldft , thou couldft not make him live ; 
Therefore have done, feme griefe foewes much of love. 

But much of griefe foewes ftill fome want of wir. 

Jul. Yet let me weepe for fuch a feelinglofle. 

La. So foall you feelephe Ioffe, but not. the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

Jul. F eeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chule but ever weepe the friend. 

La. Well Girle, thou weepft not lb much for his death) 
As that the villains lives which flaughtered him. 

■ ' ' • 



,,/ Romeo and Juliet; 

?*/. What villaine Madam ? 

Z*. That fame villain c%omee. 

7 #/. Villaine and he be many miles afunder, 

God pardon him, I doe with all my heart : 

And vet no man like he doth grieve my heart. 

Xrf.Thac isbecaufe the Traitor lives. 

Jul. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands i 
Would none but I might venge my coufins death. 

la We willhave vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weep no more. He fend to ontin Mantua ^ 

Where that fame banifot runnagate doth live. 

Shall give him fuch an unaccnftom’d dram, 

That he foall foonekeepe Tibalt company, j*; 
Andthen 1 hopethouwiltbefatisfi’d. 

Jul. Indeed I never foall belatisfi’d 
With Romeo till I behold him- Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a kinlman vext. 

Madam, if you could finde out but a man 
Tobeare apoylbn,! would temper it. 

That Romeo foould upon receit thereof 
Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhorres 
To heare him nam’d, and cannot come to him, 

To wreake the love I bore my coufin. 

Upon his body that hath flaughtred him. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes,and lie finde fuch a man. 
But now lie tell thee joyfull tidings Girle. 

Jul. And joy comes well in fuch a needy time .* 

What are they Ibefeech your Ladifoip? 

Mo. Well, well, thou haft a carefnll father childe. 
One, who to put thee from thy heavineffe. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of joy, 

That thou expe<fts not , nor I lookt not for. 

Jul. Madam in happy time, what day is that? 

Mo. Marry my childe early next thurfday morne, 
Thegallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 

The County Paris at Saint c Peters Church, 

Shall happi ly 'make thee there a joyfull Bride. 

Hi 



- 
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J*l, Now by Saint Peters Church, and Teter coo, 
He (hall not make me there a joy full Bride. 

I wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed 
Ere he that muft be husband comes to wooe : 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 

I will not marry yet ; and when I doe, I Iweare 
It (hall be 'Romeo, whom you know I hate. 

Rather than Paris. Thefe are newes indeed. 

Mo. Here comes your father , tell him (b your felfe. 
And fee how he will take it at at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurfe, 
fap. When the Sun fets,theaire doth drifledew, 
But for the Sun-fet of my brothers Ibnne, 

It raines downe right. 

How now, a Conduit Girle? what ftill in tearesj? 
Evermore (howring ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit!! a Barke, a Sea, a winde : 

For ftill thy eves, which I may call the lea. 

Doe ebbe and flow with teares ; the Barkthy body is. 
Sailing in this (alt flood ; the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy teares, and they with them, 

W ithout a fudden calme will over-let 
Thy tempeft tofled body. Hownow wife ? 

Have yon delivered to her our decree t 

La. I fir, but fhe will none , (he gives you thankes. 

I would the foole were married to her grave. 

Cap- Soft, take me with you,take me with you wife. 
How ^ will fhe none ? doth {he not (lie give us thanks? 
Is fhe not proud ? doth fhe not count her bleft, 
(Unworthy as fhe is) that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome ? 

J*/.Not proud you have,but thankfull that you have: 
Proud can I never be of what I hate, 

But thankfull even for hate that’s meant in love. 

Cap. How now ? how now?chopt logick? what is this? 
Proud, and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 

And yet not proud •• Miftris minion, you, 

Thanke me no thankings , nor proud me noprouds, 



tf Romeo and Juliet. 

Or I will dragge thee on a hurdle thither. 

Ouc you greene ficknefle camon,out you baggage, 

You callow face. 

La. Fie, fie, what are you mad ? 

7#/. Good father, I befeech you on my knees, 

Heie me with patience but to fpeake a word. 

pa. Hang thee young baggage, difobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or never after looke me in the face. 

Speake not, reply not, doe not anfwere me, 

My fingers itch : Wife, we fcarce thought us bleft 
That God had lent us but this onely childe, 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that we have a curie in having her : 
Outonherhilding. 

Afer.God in heaven blefle her. 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdome ? hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence fmatter with your goflips,goc. 

Nurfe. I fpeake no trealbn. 

At.OGodigeden. 

Nurfe. May not one lpeake ? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foole. 

Utter your gravitie o’re a Goflips bowle. 

For here we need it not. 

Wife. You are too hot. 

Pa. Gods bread, it makes me mad : 

Day, night ,houre, tide, time, worke.play, 

Alpnejn company, ftill my care hath bin 
To have her matcht, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage, 

Offaire demesnes, youthfull, and nobly alli’d, 

Stuft (as they lay) with honourable parts. 

Proportion’d as ones thought would wifh a man ; 

And then to have a wretched puling foole, 




The moft lamentable Tragedy 

A whining mammet in her fortunes tender. 

To anfwer, He not wed , I cannot love; 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed lie pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you lhall not houfe with me ; 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not ufe tojeft, 

Thurlday is neere , lay hand on heart, advife, 

And you be mine, Ilegive you to my friend ; 

And you be not,hang, beg, ftarve,dyein the ftreets. 

For by my foule lie ne’re acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine (hall ever doe thee good. 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, lie not be forlworne, 
jful. Is there no pitty fitting in the cloudes. 

That fees into the boctome of my griefe? 

0 lweet my mother caft me not away, 

Delay this marriage for amoneth.aweeke; 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridallbed 

In that dim Monument where Tib alt lyes. 

Mo. T alke not to me, for lie not Ipeake a word. 

Doe as thou wilt,for I have done with thee. Exit, 

Jul. O God,0 Nurfe, how fhall this be prevented ? 

My husband is on earth , my faith in heaven. 

How fhall that faith returne agairie to earth, 

Unlefle that husband fend it me from heaven. 

By leaving earth ? comfort me, counlell me. 

Alacke,alacke, that heaven fhould pra&ice ftratagems 
Upon lo foft a liibjedf as my felfe. 

What laid thou ? haft thou not a word of joy ? 

Some comfort Nurle. (nothing, 

Nur. Faith here it is. ^<»W(?oisbanifhed,and all the world to 
That he dares ne’re come backe to challenge you : 

Or if he doe, it needs muft be by Health : 

Then liner the cafe lb ftands as now it doth, 

1 thinke it beft youmarried with the Countie. 

O He e’s a lovely Gentleman : 

Romeo's a difh-clout to him : an Eagle Madam 
Hath net fo greene, lo quick > fo fairs an eye 
/ As 




of Romeo W juliec. 

Parte hath : beforew my very heart, 
ft, ; oke vou are happy in tbs fecond match, 
^SyonrSioHfftdidnor, 

Your firft is dead, or ’twere as good he were, 
as living here and you no ufe of him. 

?#/ Spcakeft thou from thy heart ? 

And from my foule too, or elfebelhrew them both. 

7#/. Amen. 

jtor.What? . 

jul. Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous much. 
Goeinand tell my Lady I am gone, 

Having dilpleas’d my father , to Laurence Cell, 

To make confelfion , and to be abfolv’d. 

Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. 

jul. Ancient damnation, O moft wicked fiend. 

Is it more finne to wifh me thus forlworne. 

Or to difpraife my Lord wirh that fame tongue, 

Which Che hath prais’d him with above compare, 

So many thouiand times ?Goe Counfeller, 

Thouandmy bofome henceforth fhall be twaine : 

He to the Frier to know his remedy, 

If all elfe faile, my felfe have power to dye. 

Enter Frier and fount j Paris, 

Fri. On Thurlday fir ! the time is very Chore. . 

7a. My father Capu/et will have it lb. 

And I am nothing Clow to flacke his hafte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies minde. 

Uneven is this courfe , I like it not . 

Pa. Immoderately Che weepes for Tt baits death, . 

And therefore have I little talkt oflove : 

For V mu fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Nov? fir her father counts it dangerous 
That Che doth give her lorrow lo much fway, 

And in his wifdome haftes our marriage. 

To flop the inundation ofher teares, 

^ hich too much minded by her felfe alone,, 

May be put from her by focicty. 



Exit. 



Exit. 
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Now doe you know the reafon of this hafte ? 

Fri. T would I knew not why it fhould be flowed : 
Looke fir, here’s comes the Lady towards my Cell. 

Enter Juliet. 

Par. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

Jul. That may be fir , when I may be a wife. 

Pa. That may be,muft be love on Thuriday next; 

Jul. What mnftbe (ball be. 

Fri. That’s a certaine text. 

par. Come you to make confeffion to this Father ? 

Jul. To anfwer that I (bould confefle to you. 

Par. Doe not deny to him that you love me. 

Jul. I will confefle to you that I love him. 

P ar. So will ye I am fure that you love me. 

Jul. If I doe fo, it will be of more price. 

Being (poke behind your backe, than to your face- 
Par. Poore foule, thy face is much abus'd with teares. 
Jw/.Theteares have got fmall vi&ory by that. 

For it was bad enough before their (pight. 

Par. Thou wrongft it more than teares with that report. 
Jul. That is no (lander fir, which is a truth. 

And what I lpake I (pake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou haft flandred it. 

Jul. It may be (o , for it is not mine owne. 

Are you at leilure , holy father, now ? 

Or (ball I come to you at evening Mafle ? 

Fri. My leilure (erves me, penfive daughter, now : 

My Lord, we muft intreat the time alone. 

Pa. God fhield I (bould difturbe devotion. 

Juliet, on thurfday early will I rowle ye. 

Till then adieu, and keepe this holy kifle. Exit. 
Jul. O (hut the doore,and when thou haftdonefo. 
Come weep with me, paft hope, pad cure, paft helpe* 

Fri. O Juliet , I already know thy griefe. 

It ftraines me paft the compafle of my wits ; 

1 heare thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it. 

On T hurfday next be married to this County. 
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of Romeo and Juliet; 

'?#/. Tell me not Frier that thou hear’ftofthiis, 

UnlelTe thou tell me how I may prevent it : 

Ifinthy wifdome thou canft give no helpe, 
noe thou but call myrefolutionwile* 

V n d with this knife He helpe it prefently. 

God join’d my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands, 

And ere this hand by thee to 'Romeo’s feal’d, 

Shall be the Label 1 to another deed. 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Tnrne to another, this (ball flay them both. 

Therefore out of thy long experience time, 

Givemefome prefent counfell, or behold 
’Twixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the Umpire, arbi trating that 
Which the commiflion of thy yeares and art 
Could tonoifliieof true honour bring : 

Be not fo long to (peake, I long to dye. 

If what thou fpeak’ftfpeake nor of remedy. 

Fri . Hold daughter^, I doe Ipy a kinde ofhope. 

Which craves as defperatean execution. 

As that is delperate which we would prevent. 

If rather than to marry Countie Tarts 
Thou haft the ftrength Jof will to flay thy felfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this (bame, 

That coop’ft with death himfelfe to fcape from it "4 
Andifthou dareft,Ile give thee remedy. 

Jul. Oh bid me leape, rather than marry Tar is, 

Fromoffthe battlements of any Tower: 

Orwalkeintheevifh wayes, orbid me iurkc 
Where ferpents are rchaine me with roringbeares. 

Or hide me nightly inacharnellhoule, 

Orecovered quite with dead mens ratling bones. 

With reekielbankes, and yellow chaplefle skuls : 

® r bid m e g° e into a new made grave, 

And hide me with a dead man in his Ibroud; 
hwgs that to heare them told have made me tremble, 

I And 
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The moft lamentable Tragedy 
And 1 will doeit without feare or doubt. 

To live an unftain’d wife to my Tweet Love. 

Fri. Hold then, goe home, be merry, give confent 
To marry Paris; wednefdsy is to morrow. 

To morrow night looke that thou lye alone, 

Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy chamber t 
Take thou this viallbeing then in bed. 

And this diftilling liquor drinke thou off, 

When prefent ly t hrongh all thy veines fhall runne 
A cold and drowfie humour ■: for no puHe 
Shall keep his native progrefle, but iurceafe ; 

No warmth, no breath fhall teftifie thou liv’ft. . 

The rofes in thy lips and cheekes fhall fade 
,To paly afhes,thy eyes windowes fall. 

Like death when he fhuts up the day oflife ; 

Each part depriv’d offupple government, 

Shall ftiffe and ftarkeand cold appeare like death ; 
And in this borrow’d likeneffe of fhrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two and forty houres. 

And then awake as from a plealant fleepc. 

Now when thebridegroome in the morning comes. 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then, as the manner of our countrey is. 

In thy beft robes, uncover’d on the Beere, . 

Be borne toburiall in thy kindreds grave : 

Thou (halt be borne to that lame ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred ofthe Capnlets lye: 

In the meane time againft thou {halt awake. 

Shall Tomeo by my Letters know our drift. 

And hither fhall he come : and he and I 
Will watch thy waking : and that very night 
Shall r Rome e beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this (hall free thee from this prefent Thame, 

If no inconflarit joy nor womanifh feare 
Abate thy valour in theaftingit. . 

Ju . Give me,give me,0 tdl me noroffeare. 

Fri. Hotyget you gone,beftrong and profierous 

t ? T 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

Tn rhis rdblve : He fend * Frier with (peed 

Ttfantua withmy Letters to thy Lord. , 

?«/, Love give me ftrength, and ftrength fhall helpe afford. 

- ’Ll.! g 1 1 deare father. Exeunt. 

m Enter Father Capulct , Mother,Nurfe> and Ser - 
vingmen, two or three. 

Cap. So many guefts invite as here are writ : 

Sirrahigoe hire me twenty cunning Cookes, 
for. You fhall have none ill fir , for He try if they can licke 

theirfingers. . 

?m. How canft thou try them fo ? 
for.Marrie firitis an ill Cooke that cannot licke hisowne 
fingers therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not'with 

Goe be gone, we fhall be much un&rni fht for this time : 
what ? is my daughter gone to Frier Laurence f 
Nur. I fbrfboth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to doe feme good on her, 

Apeevifh felfe-wiH’d harlotry itis. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nur. See where fhe comes from fhrift with merrie looke. 

Cap. How now my head-ftrong , where have you beene gad- 
ding? 

Jul. W here I have learnt to repent the finne 
Ofdifobedient oppofition 
Toyouand your behefts , and am injoin’d 
By holy Laurence to fall proftrate here, 

Tobegge your pardon : pardon I befeech you. 

Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, goe tell him of this. 

He have this knot knit up to morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthfull Lord at Laurence Cell, 

And gave him what becommedlove I might, 

Notfteppingore theboundsofmodefty. 

Cap, Why I am glad ont, this is well, ftand up, 

This is as ’t fhould be, let me fee the County : 

I marry, goe I fay and fetch him hither. 

I a Now 
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The mft lamentable Tragedy 
Now afore God this holy reverend Frier, 

All (Air whole City is much bouhd to him. 

JhI . Nurfe, will you goe with me into my clofet, . 

To helpe me fort fuch needfull ornaments 
As you thinks fit to furnifo me to morrow ? 

Mo. No, not till thurfday ; there.is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goe with her,wee‘ll to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt. 

Mo. We fhallbe fhort in our privifion, 

*Tis now neare night. 

JVi.Tufo, I will ftirreabout, 

And all things foall be well,! warrant thee wife. 

Goe thou to 7«//*r,fielpe to decke up her : 

He not to bed to night , let me alone. 

He play the hufwife for this once. What ho ? 

They are all forth ; well,I vvijl walke my felfe 
To County Parts, to prepare up him 
Againft to morrow ; my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this fame wayward girle is fb reclaim’d. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Juliet and Ntrrfe. 

JhI. T, thofe attires arebeft :but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leave me to my felfe to night, 

For I have need of many Orifons, 

To move the heavens to (mile upon my ftate. 

Which well thou know’ft is croffe and full of finne. 

Enter. Mother. 

Mo. What are you bufie ho ? need you my help \ 

Madam, we have cull’d fuch neceflaries 
As are behoovefull for our flare to morrow : 

So pleafe you let me now be left alone. 

And let the Nurfe this night fit up with you, , 

For I am fure you have your hands full all, 

In thisfo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight, 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

Exeunt* _ , 

Jd 
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7 / Farewell, God knowes when we fhall meet 
faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 

Sat almoft freezes up the heat of life : 

11 call them backe aeaine to comfort me. 

{La - what (hould foe doe beare ? 

1 diimall Scene I needs muft-aa alone. - 

Come Viall : what if this mixture doe not worke at all ? 
Shall Ibe married then to morrow morning ? 

M 0 , no, this foall forbid it, lye thou there. 

What if it bea poyfon which the Frier 

Subtilly hath miniftred to have me dead, 

Left in' this.marriage he foould be difoonour’d,. 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo? 

Ifeareitis ; and yet me thinks it foould not, 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man. 

Howifwhen I am laid into the tombe, 

Iwake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point,. 

Shall I not then be ftifled in the Vault, 

To whofe foule mouth no healthfbme aire breaths in, , 
And there dye ftrangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Orjf I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place. 

As in a Vau It , an ancient receptacle, 

Where for thefe many hundred y eeres the bones 
Of all my buried ancefters are packt ; 

Wherebloody Tihalt, yet but greene in earth, 
Liegfeftring in his forowd.; where, as they fay, 

Atfome houres in the night fpirits relort : 

Alacke, alacke,it is not like that I 

So early waking, what with loathlbmefmells, 

And fhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That living mortalls hearing themrunne mad : 

Or if I wake, foall I not be diftraught, 

(Invironed with all thefe’hideous feares.) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints ? 

U ; 
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The tnoft lamentable Tragedy 

And plorfte the mangled Tibalt from his fhrowds 
And in this rage with fome great kinlmans bone. 

As with a club, dafh out my defperatebraines. 

O looke,methinkes I fee my coufinsgboft 
Seeking out Romeo that did lpit his body 
Upon a Rapiers point : flay Tibalt flay ; 

'Romeo Borneo, Romeo, here’s drink, I drink to thee. 

Enter Lady of the houfe and Nurfe. 

La. Hold, take thefe keyes, and fetch more ipices Nurfe, 
Nur . They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paftry. 
Enterold Capulet. 

Cap. Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, the fecond cocke hath crowed, 
The Curphew bell hath rung, ’tis three a clocke : 

Looketo the bakt meats, good Angelica 
Spare notforcoft. 

Nurfe. Goe you Cot-queane,goe, 

Get you to bed, faith you’ll be ficke tomorrow 
For this nights watching. 

C a f . No, not a whit, what ? I have watcht ere now 
All night for lefle caufe, and nerebeen ficke. 

Z<*.I,you have been a moufe-hunt in your time. 

But I will watch you from luch watching now. 

Exit Lady and Nurfe. 

fap. A jealous hood, a jealous hood : now fellow,what is there? 
Enter three or four e with fpits , and logs , and baskets. 

Eel. Things for the Cooke fir, but I know not what. 

C ap. Make hafte, make hafte ; firrah fetch drier logges : 

Call Peter , he will fhew thee where they are. 

Eel. I have ahead fir that will findeout logges. 

And never trouble Teter for the matter. 

Cap. Malle and well (aid, a merry horlbn, ha. 

Thou (halt be Loggerhead- Good faith ’tis day. 
play Muficke. 

The County will be here with Muficke ftraight. 

For fo he laid he would : I heare him neare. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfe I lay. 

Enter Nurfe. 

Coe waken/#//#, goe and trim herup, 
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tie eoe and chat with Park, hie, make hafte ; 

Jjake hafte, the Bridegrooms heeis come already, make hafte 

Mr. Miftris, what Miftri s, Juliet •• faft I warrant her (he: . 
Why lambe, why Lady, fie you tluggabed > 
why Love I fay , Madam, Sweet heart, why Bride : 

What ?not a word?you take your penniworth now, 

Sleepe for a weeke ; for the next night I warrant " 

The County Paris hath fet up his reft. 

That you (hall reft but little: God fotgiveme. 

Marry and Amen ,how found is Iheafleepe : 

I mult needs wake her : Madam,Madam, Madam : 

I, let the County take you in your bed, 

Hee’llfright you up yfaith : willit not be ? 

What dreft and in your clothes , and downe again ? 

I mult needs wake you ; Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, a!as,helpe, helpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay that ever I was borne : 

Some Aqua vita bo, my Lord, my Lady. 

Mo. W hat noife is here ? 

Nur. O lamentable day 1 
Mo. W hat is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke,0 heavieday 1 

Mo. O me, O me, my childe, my onely life ! 

Revive , looke up, or I will dye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father . 

fa. For Ihame bring Juliet forth , her Lord is come. 

Nur. Shee’s dead, deceas’t, Ihee’s dead, alacke the day. » 
Mo. Alacke the day »fliee ? s dead, fhee’s dead, Ihee's dead. \ 
Pa. Hah, let me lee her : out alas fhee’s cold, 

Herblood isfetled, and herjoints are ftife : 
fife and thefe lips have long beene feparated, 

Death lyes on her like anuntimely froft 
Upon the Iweetett flower of all the field. 

Nur. O lamentable day 1 
■Me, O wofull time ! 

Fal 



The moft lamentable Tragedy 

Fa. Death that hath ta’ne her hence to make me waile 
Ty es up my tongue, and will not let me fpeake. 

Enter Frier and the Qountj , with Afujicians . 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to goe to Church ? 

Fa. Ready to goe, but never to returne, 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death iaine with thy wife , there l he lyes, 

Flower as fhe was, deflovvred by him. 

Death is my fonne in law, death is my heire. 

My daughter he hath wedded , I will aye 
And leave him all, life, living, all is deaths. 

Pa Have I thought long to fee this mornings face, 

And doth it give me fuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurft,unhappy,wretehed,hatefull day, 

Moft miferablehoure that ere time law 
In lading labour ofhis Pilgrimage : 

But one, poore one, one poore and loving childe, 

But one thing to rejoice and folacein. 

And cruell death hath catcht it from my fight, 

Nur. O woe, O wofull, wofull, wofull day, 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofull day. 

That ever, ever I did yet behold : 

0day,0 day ,0 day, O hatefull day, 

Never was feenefoblacke a day as this. 

O wofullday, O wofull day. 

Par. Beguil’d, divorced, wronged, flighted, (lainc, 
Moft detettable death, by thee beguil’d. 

By cruell, cruell thee quite overthrowne, 

O love ,0 life, not life, but love in death. 

Fa Defpis’d,difirefled, bated,martyr’d,kird : 
Uncomfortable time, why earn’d thou now, 

To murther.murther our folemnity ? 

O child, O child, my foule, and not my childe. 

Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead. 

And with my childe my joyes are buried. 

Fri Peace ho for fhame,confufions, care lives not 
In thefe confufions :heaven and your felfe 
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, martin this faire Maide ; now heaven hath all, 

Andall the better is it for the Maide. 
v ur part in her you could not keepe from death. 

But heaven keepes his part in eternall life : 

The moft you fought was her promotion. 

For ’twas your heaven fhe fhould be advance. 

And weeps ye now feeing fhe is advanc’t 
£bove the clouds, as high as heaven himfelfe ? 

0 in this love you love your childe fo ill. 

That you run mad , feeing that die is well. 

Shee s not well married that lives married long; 

Butlhee’sbeft married that dyes married young. 

Dry up your teares, and fticke your Rofemary 
On this faire coarfe ; and as thecuftome is, 

And in her beft array,beare her to Church : 

For though fome nature bids us all lament. 

Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained feftivall, 

Turnefrom their office toblackefunerall ; 

Ourinftruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad funerall feaft, 

Ourfolemne hymnes to fallen dyrges change, 

Ourbridall flowers ferve for a buried coarfe. 

And allthings change them to the contrary. 

Fri. Sir, goe you in ; and Madam goe with him. 

And goe fir 'Par™ . j p'-yw? 

To follow this faire coarfe unto her grave. 

The heavens doe lowre upon you for fome ill, , u I Atv - £ 

Move them no more by croflmg their high will. 

Exeunt. Afanent Atujici. 

Mu/i . Faith we may put up our pipes and be gone.’ . O .r. 

Nur. Honeft good fellowes,ah put up,put up. 

For well you know this is a pitifull cafe. ~ 

Fid. 1 oy my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnes» 

Enter Peter. 

?*.Mufitians,oh Mufitians, hearts eafe, hearts eafe, 

K O 









The mfk'lamentable tragedy 
O) and you will have me live, play heart s eafc. 

Fid. W hy hearts eafe ? 

<Pet. O Mufitians ,becaufe my heart it felfe player my he* it 
is full of woe. 

0 play me fome merry dump to comfort me. 

Min. Not a dump we, ’tis no time to play now. 
pet. You will not then ? 

Min . No. 

Pet. I will then give it you foundly. 

Min. W hat will you give us ? 

'Pet. No mony on my faith, but thegleftke. 

1 will give you the Minftrell. 

Min. Then will I give you the ferving creature.’ 

Pet. Then will I lay the ferving creatures dagger on yOlir pat& 
I will carry no Crochets, He Re you, lie Fa you : 

Doe you note me ? 

Min. And you Re us and Fa us, you note us. 

2 .M. Pray you put up your dagger , and put out your wit. 
Pet. Then have at you with my wit. 

I will dry beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger • 
Anfwer me like men. 

When griping griefes the heart doth wound, then mulickewith 
her filver found. 

W hy filver found ? why muficke with her filver found ? what lay 
you Simon Catling ? 

Min. Marry fir, Kccauie'hivernatn a iw^< cuu*»d. 

Pet. Pratee, what fey you Hugh Rebicke 

2.M.I fay filver found, becaufe Mufitians found for filver. 

Pet. Pratee too : what fay you James found poft ? 

3 .M. Faith I know not what to fey. 

Pet. O I cry you mercy, you ate the Singer, 

I will fay for you :/it is muficke with her filver found, 

Becaufe Mufitians have nogold forfounding : 

Then Muficke with her filver found with fpeedy helps doth lend 
redreffe. V. 
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Mis- 
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■jHh- What a peftilent Knave is this ? 

M.i . Hang him Jacke , come wee’ll in here, tarriefor the 
Mourners, ana Ray dinner. 

Enter Romeo. 

fsw.tf I may truft.the flattering truth of fleepe, 

My dreames prefage fome joyfull newes at hand, 
jZbofomesLord fits lightly on his throne, 

^nd all this day an unaccuftom’d fpirit 

lifts me above the ground with cheerfull thoughts. 

I dreamt my lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreams that give a dead man leave to think. 

And breath’d fuch life with kiffes in my lips. 

That I reviv’d and was an Emperour. 

Ah me, how fweet is love it felfe pofleft. 

When but loves fhadowes are lb rich in joy. 

Enter Romeo’s man Balthazer* 

Newes from Verona ? how now Balthazer ? 

Doft thou not bring me letters from the Frier ? 

How doth my Lady ? is my father well ? 

How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I aske againe, 

Fornothingcan be ill ifftie be well. 

Man. Then (he is well, and nothing can be ill. 

Her body fleeps in Camels monument. 

And her immortal! part with Angels lives. 

Ifawher laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And preiently tooke pofte to te 11 it you : v 

0 pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leave it for my office fir. 

Rom. Is it even fo ? then I deny you flarres.’ 

Thou know’ft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poft horfes , I wi 11 hence to night . 

Man. Idoebefeech you fir have patience. 

Your lookes are pale and wilde, and doe import 
Some mifedventure. 

Rom. Tufh, thou art deceiv’d ; 
leave me, and doe the thing Ibid thee doe. 

K 2 Haft 
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Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Exit . 

‘Rom. No matter, get thee gone, 

And hire thofe Horfes, lie be with thee ftraight. 
Well Juliet , I will lye with thee to night. 

Let’s fee for meanes. O mifehiefe thou artfwife 
To enter in the thoughts of delperate men : 

I doe remember an Apothecary, 

And hereabouts be dwels , which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with over-whelming browes 
Culling of fimples ; meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe mifery had worne him to the bones, 

And in his needy fhop a Tortoife hung, 

An Allegater ftuft , and other skinnes 
Ofill fhap’t fillies, and about his Ihelves 
A beggerly accompt of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders , and muftie feeds. 
Remnants of packthred , and old Cakes of Roles 
Were thinly fcattered, to make up a Ihew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid. 

And if a man did need a poylonnow. 

Whole fale is prefent death in Mantua , 

Here lives a Caitifte wretch would fell it him 
O this lame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this lame needy man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this fhould be the houfe. 

Being holy-day the beggers Chop is lliut : 

What ho ? Apothecary. 

^4po. Who calls lo loud ? 

Ro. Come hither man : 1 lee that thou art poorC; 
Hold, there is forty Duckets, let me have 
A dram of poy Ion , luch loone lpr eading geare 
As will difperfe it felfe through all the veines. 

That the life-wearie taker may fall dead. 

And that the truncke may be difeharg’d of breath, 
As violently as hafty powder fier’d 
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« rh hurrv from the fatall Canons wombe; 

V 01 , • s y uc h mortall drugs I have , but Mantua s law 
t jifh’to any he that utters them. 

S %om . Art thou lo bare and full of wretchednefle, 
andfear’ffto dye ? famine is in thy cheekes, 

Need and opprefton ftarveth in thine eyes, 
Contemptand beggery hang upon thy back. 

The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law. 

The world affords no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poore , butbreake it and take this. 
jpo.Hy poverty but not my will contents . 

Rom. I pay thy poverty , and not thy will. 
jp 0 . ’put this in any liquid thing you will. 

And drinke it off ; and if you had the ftrength 
Oftvventy men, it would dilpatch you ftraight. 
'Rfl.There is thy gold,worfe poifon to mens foules. 
Doing more murders in this loathibme world. 

Than thefe poor compounds that thou maift not fell: 

I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell, buy food, aud get thy lelfe in fiefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon, goe with me 
To 7 uliets grave, for there muft I ufe thee. 

" J D Exeunt, 

Enter Frier John to Frier Laurence. 

Job. Holy Francifean Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Laurence. 

Xrf#.This fame fhould be the voice ofVrkrJohn, 
Welcome from Mantua : what fayes Romeo ? 

Orifhis minde be writ, give me his Letter. 

Job. Going to finde a barefoot brother out, 

; One of our Order, to affociate me. 

Here in the City vifiting the fickc. 

And finding him; the Searchers of thetowne, 

Sufpeif ing that we both were in a houfe 
Where the infe&ious peftilence did raigne, 
j Seal’d up the doore s, and would not let us forth. 

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid, 

K 2 
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Lau - W ho bare myletter then to %omeo ? 

John. I could not fend it, hereit is againe. 

Nor get a Meffenger to bring it thee, 

So fearefull were they ofinfediion. 

Lau. Unhappy fortune ,by my brotherhood 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge. 

Of deare import ; and the negle&ing it 
May doe much danger. Frier Jehu goe hence. 

Get me an iron Crow , and bring it ftraight 
Unto my Cell. 

Exit, 

John. Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Lau. Now mufti to the Monument alone,’ 

Within thefe three houres will faire Juliet wake ; 

She will belhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore living coarfe clos’d in a dead mans tombe. 

Enter Paris and hit Page. 

Tar. Give me thy torch boy,hence, & ftand aloofe, 

Y et put it out , for I would not be feene : 

Under yond young trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground. 

So fhall no foot upon the Churchyard tread. 

Being loofe,unfirme,with digging up of graves. 

But thou fhalt heare it : whittle then to me. 

As fignall that thou heareft fbmething approach. 

Give me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee, goe . 

Page. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here m the Churchyard , yet I will adventure. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thybridallbed I ftrew : 
O woe, thy Canopy is duftand ftones. 

Which with fweet water nightly I will new; 

Or wanting that, with teares diftill’d by mones. 

The Oblequies that I for thee will keepe, 
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fjightly fhall be, to ftrew thy grave and weep; 

The Boy gives warning, fbmething doth approach : 
hat curled fooc wanders this way to night. 

To crolTe my obfequies and true loves right ? 

What with a torch ? night muffle me a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer hie man. 

%om. Give me the mattocke and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter , early in the morning 
See thou deliver ic to my Lord and father. 

Give me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee 
Wliat ere thou hear ’ft or feeft ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defcend into this bed of death, 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face. 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring ; a ring that I muft ufe 

In deare employment : therefore hence, be gone. 

But ifthou jealous doft returne to pry 
In what I farther fhall intend to doe. 

By heaven I will teare thee joint by joint, 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs ; 

The time and my intents are favage wild. 

More fierce and more inexorable farre, 

Than empty Tigers, or the roaring lea. 

Bal. I will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

'Rom. So lhaitthou fhew me friendlhip : take thou that. 
Live and be prolperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Bal. For all this fame He hide me hereabout, 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

( Bop. Thou deteftable maw , thou wombe of death* • 
Gorg’d with the deareft morfell of the earth. 

Thus i enforce thy rotten jawes to open. 

And in defpite lie cram thee with more food. 
ri ar ’ hamfht haughty Mount ague. 

That murdred my Loves cbufin ; with which griefs 
it is luppofed the faire creature died ; 
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And here is come to doe Tome villainous fhame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy unhallowed toyle vile Mount ague ; 

Can vengeance be puriu’d further than death ? 
Condemned villaine I doe apprehend thee, 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

%nm. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither? 
Good gentle youth tempt not a defperate man, 

Fly hence and leave me , thinke upon thefe gone, 

Let them affright thee. I beleech thee youth. 

Put not another finne upon my head 
By urging me to fury : O be gone. 

By heaven I love thee better than my felfe. 

For I come hither armed againft my lelfe : 

Stay not, be gone, live, ana hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bad thee runavvay. 

Par. I doe defie thy commiferation, 

And apprehend thee for a Felon here. 

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at thee Boy. 
Page. O Lord they fight , I will goe call the watch. 
Par. O I am flaine : if thou be mercifull 
Open the tombe, lay me with Juliet. 

•Rom. In faith I will : let me perufe this face : 
Mercutio’skinfaan , noble County Paris ! 

What laid my man when my betoffed foule 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Parii fhould have married Juliet , 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreame it fo ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of Juliet , 

To thinke it was fb ? O give me thy hand. 

One writ with me in fbwre misfortunes booke. 

He bury thee in a triumphant grave : 

A grave ! O no, aLanthorne flaughtred youth ; 

For here lyes Juliet, and her beautie makes 
This vault a feafting prefence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man interr’d. 

How oft when men arc at the point of death, 



Have 



«f Romeo and Juliet* 

Have. they Wn®merry, -which their Keepers call - 
A lightning bef^edeath Oh how m'ay Lv nor - sd V 
Call this a lightning? Q my LoVe,my Wife, 
peach that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath, 

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

beauties enfigne yet 
j 5 cfimlbn in thy lips, and in thy cheekes : 

And deaths pale flag is not advanced there. *. 
fihlt, lycR thou there in thy bloody fheet ? 

0 what more favour can I do? to thee, 

Than with that hand that ent thy youth; in twain?: • 

To funder his that was thine eneifty? rl» ' , s 

Forgive me coufin. Ah date Juliet, 

Why art thou yet fo faire ? I will beleeve. 

Shall 1 beleeve that unfubftantiaJldeath is amorous? 

And that the lean abhorred monfterkeepes ; - ! ; v 
Thee here in dark^cobe his Pwjunour:?' i : 

For feare of that I flxu will flay with thee. 

And never from this: palace of dim night 
Depart againe : here, here* will I remaine. 

With wormes that are thy chambermaides : O here 
Will I fet up my everlafting reft, 

And (hake the yoke of inauspicious ftarres 
From this world-wearied flefh : eyes look your laft, 

Armes take your laft embrace ; and lips, O you 
the doores of breath, ieale with a righteous kiffe 
A datelefle bargaine to ingroffingtfeach : 

Come bitter condu$,someunfavourie guide. 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once rim on 
The dafhing rockes thy lea-ficke weary barke : 

Here sco my Love: O true Apothecary ! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I, dye* 

Enter Ppifryvith I, ant however ow-,a;id fpade. 

ht. Saint F rancis be my fpeed ; how oft to night 
Jvemy old feet ftumbkd at graves ! Who’s there? 

L * Bah. 
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The wofl lamentable Tragedy 

Here’s one', a friend, and one that knowes you Wcij.vr,!^ 
Frt.Blifife be upon you : Tell me good my friend : , 

What torch is yond that Mainly lends his light f Yii.o 

To grubs and eyelelfe skulls : as I difeerne, 

It b urneth in the C a P*^ s monument. 

Balt. It doth fo holy Sir, and there’s my M*fter,one that 

love. _ : ; iS'iil VUJ n; ; 

Fri. Whoisit jeke 
Balt, "Borneo. 

Fri. How long hath he bin there ? 

Balt- Full halfe anhoure. 

Fri. Goe with me to the vault. iniiloT 

"Balt . I dare not fir. - a jo ru • 

My Mafter knowes not blit I am gone hebce, 

And fearefully did menace me mth death/ : 

If I did flay to looke on his ifltdtfts. lOiidt ; c-j 

Fri. Stay then, He goe albne^feare domes upon me. 

0 much Ifeare lome ill unlucky thing. 

Balt. As I did fleep under this young tree here, 

1 dreamt my Mafter and another fought. 

And that my Mafter llew him. 1 , a 

Fri . "Borneo. 

Alacke, alacke, what blood is this which ftaincs 
The ftony entrance of this fepulcher? 

What meane thefe mafterlefle and goarie fwprds. 

To lye dilco lour’d by this place of peace ? 

Romeo, oh pale ! who elfe ? what Parte too? 
tf^nd fleept in blood ? ah what an unkinde houre 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance? ’hP .■ 

The Lady ftirres. • ygcu: 

Jul. O comfortable Frier , where is my Lofrd F X rn ° ' ; 

I doe remember well where 1 Ihould be, '•’*( ' 1 ^ 

And there I am : where is my "Romeo ? 

Fri. I hearelome noife Lady, come from that neft 
Ofdeath, contagion, and unnaturall fleepe : 

A greater power than we can contradift 
Hath thwarted our intents : come, come away. 



ril JstbbqA 



mov/ rtiiW 
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of Romeo and Julierl 

Thv husband in thy bolbme there lyes dead 
ina Ptirlt too : come, lie di.fp.ofe of thee 
Among a filler hood of holy Nunnes. 

Stay not to qaeftion , for thp jyqtch is comming.’ 

Come, goe good Juliet , I dare no longer ftay. 

Exit*' 

J til. Got get thee hence, for I will not away. 

What’s here ? a cup clos’d in my true loves hand ? 
poyfon I lee hath been his timelefle end : 

Ochurle ! drinke all, and leave no friemly drop 
Tohelpe me after : I will kifle thy lips. 

Haply feme poyfon yet doth hang on them 
To make me dye withareftorative. 

Thy lips are warme. 

Enter Boy and Watch. 

Watch. Lead boy, which way ? 

Jul. Yea noife ? then lie be briefe. O happy dagger , 

This is thy (heath, there ruft, and let me dye. 

Boy. Thisis the place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground is bloody , fearch about the Churchyard ; 
. Goe feme of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pitifull fight / here lyes the County flaine. 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead. 

Who here hath laine thefe two daies buried. 

Goe tell the-Prince, runne to the Capulets , 

Raife up ,the Mount agues :.fome others fearch ; 

Wefeerhe ground whereon thefe woes doe lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance defery . 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Watch. Here’s Romeo's man.we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chiefe Watch . Hold him in ; fafety till the Prince come hither . 

Enter Frier and another Watchman. 

Watch, Here is a Frier that trembles > fighes , and weepes. 



Thernft lament able Tragedy 
We tooke this Mattocke and this Ipade from him# 
Ashewascommingfrom this Churchyard fide. 

Chiefe w. A great fufpicion, flay the Frier too. 

Enter Prince. 

Prin. What mifadventure is fo early up. 

That calls our perlbn from our mornings reft ? 

Enter Capulet and his Wife. 

f'a. What fhould it be that they fo fiirike abroad ? 

Wife. O the people in the ftreet cry Romeo, 

Some Juliet, and feme and allrunne 

W ith open outcry toward our Monument. 

Prin. What feare is this which ftartles in your cares? 

Watch. Soveraigne,here lyes the County Parts flaine, 

And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, 

Warmeand new kill’d* 

Prin. Search, feeke, and know how this foule murder comes,; 

Watch. Here is a Frier, and flaughtred Romeo's man, 

With inftruments upon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens tombes. 

Cap. O heaven ! O wife ! looke how our daughter bleeds! 
This dagger hath mifta’ne, for lo his houfe 
Is empty on the backeof Mount ague , 

And is mifheathed in my daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me , this fight of death is as a Bell, 

That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

£»f*rMountague. 

Prin. Come Mount ague, for thou art early up, 

To lee thy fonne and heire now early downe. 

Moun. Alas my Liege, my wife is dead to nighfi- 
Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath ; 

What further woe confpires againft'my age l 

Prin. Looke and thou (halt lee. 

Mou. O thou untaught ! what manners is in this,’ 

To prelfe before thy father to a grave ? 

Pri. Sealeup the mouth of outrage for a while. 

Till we can cleare thefe ambiguities, 

And know their Ipring, their head, their true ddeent,’ 



♦/ Romeo and Juliet. 

and then will I be Generali ofyourwdes, 

And lead you even to death : meane time forbearfl* 

And let mifchance be Have to patience. - - • 

Bring forth the parties pf lufpicion. 

pri. I am the greateft , able to doe leaft, 

Yctmoft fufpeiied , as the time and place 
Poe makeagainft me, ofthis direfull murder ; 

And here I Hand ,both to impeach and puree 
Aty felfe condemned, and my felfe excus’d* 
p r i. Then fay at oftce what thou doft know in this. 

Pri. I will be briefe, for my Ihort date of breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dead vvas husband tothac Juliets ■ u ■■ . >f:: 

And (he there dead that Romeo s faithfull wife; 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefbay ; whofe untimely death 
Banifht the new made Bridegroome from this City, 

For whom, and not for Tjbulti Juliet pin’d.- ' - n . ■ / . o i 

You, to remove that fiege of griefe from her. 

Betroth’d, and would .have married her perforce. 

To County Tar is • Then comes fhe to me, 

And with wild lookes bid me devife fbme meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would fhe kill her felfe. 

Then gav,e l her (16 tuter’d by my Art) 

A (leeping potion, which fo tooke efte& 

As I intended ; for it wrought on her 

The forme of death : meane time Iwrit to Romeo 



Thathe fhould hither come as this dire night. 

To helpe to take; her from her borrowed grave. 

Being the time the potions force fhould ceafe. 

But he which bore my letter , Frier John, 

W as flayed by accident, and yefternight 3 lOOq a i 

Returned my letter back$ : then all alone. 

At the prefixed houre of her waking 



Came I to take her from her kindredsvaulr. 
Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 




30N,l637 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3709) OCtaVO 







The rnoft Iment'ahle Tragedy 
Till I conveniently could fend tefpomeo. bH ! : . * 

But when I came lomeminute erg the time 

Of her awaking, here untimely lay" '• ' ' utwiitBin :• 

The noble Tarts , and true Rotneodt ad. t' 

She wakes, and I entreated i®fr fcfciitetoitffcsv ’v ■ - d j rr r. I , 
And beare this workeof .heaven With patfenctfT ■ 0 

But then a noife didfcaremefrom thetombe. 

And fbe too defperate would not goe with me, . -' ; 

But as it feemes did violence on herfeffo. 1 



All this I know, and to the marriage the Nurfei^^p'rivie?" 

And ifoughtinthis milcarriedby my fault. 

Let my old life be facrific’d feme hour before the time. 

Unto the rigour of fevereftrlaw’.' h n ' ’ - 

Pri. We ftill have knownc thee for a-htfly man< ■ :<A ! 
Where’s 'Romeo’s man? what can he lay tb this*' 1 ' iSk 

Bal. I brought my Matter newesof Juliets death, 

And then in.pofl he came from Mantua 

To this fame place , to this famenfonhfrient*:^ ’ ' 

This letter he earelybid me give his Father,” >• “ ; • ' -a ; >Y 

And threatned me. with deathgoing ittthe vaults- * «nr: h : ■ 

If I departed not and left himthere. n:r -nm.’ V yxm;' 

Pr/. Give me the letter jl wrll lodke on k. ■ 1 

Where is the Counties Page thatrais’dlhe W’atch ? 

Sirrah, what made your Matter in this place ’ C 1 «i " :< : 

Boy. Hecame with flowers to;rtrewhiSTadies'gt^\le>>' - rcni 
And bid me ftand aloofeVandfo I did : -i<- ’ - »op; * nn: . ' A 
Anon comes one with light to ope the tombe, U r ’ r rv -t , ! - A 
And by and by my Matter drdw on him, * r n : rf-asb fo smo' • sT 
And then I ran away to call thewatelf." iO<W..',’..':ioturh > - 

Pri. This letter doth foake gouchtfee Friers' wdr^s * 07 s f : ' n ' r 
Their courfe of love, the tidings ofherdeathl 3rr] '- 1 " a 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon : ' ' C - 

Ofa poore Pothecary , and therewithal! m ’ ! ’ • ’ r \ 
Came to this vault, to dye and lye with Juliet. 

Where be thefe enemies ? Cupulet, MotixtaeUe^'; ; '! 
See what a lcourgeis laid upon yourhate, * 3 1 :c : V 
That heaven Andes meanes to kill your joyes with love; 

And 



of Romeo and Juliet 

And I for winking at your difcords too 
Have loft a brafe of Kinfmen : all are punilTit. 

Cap. O brother Mount ague , give me thy hand ; 

This is my daughters jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

AioHn- But I can give thee more : 
for I will raife her ftatue in pure gold. 

That whiles Vi irona by that name is knowne. 

There (hall no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithfull Juliet . 

Cap. As rich {hall Romeo's by his Ladies lye : 

Poore facrifices of our enmity. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings : 
The fun for forrow will not fhew his head. 

Goe hence to have more talke of thefe fad things. 

Some fhall be pardoned,and lbme puniftied. 

For never was a Storie of more woe, ' 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. 
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